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A Paper GOid Mine;
OR,

SHERIDAN ·KEENE AFTER MONEY ORDER BOOK 2409.
By ALDEN F. BRADSHAW.

'
CHAPTER I.
A SLICK COUNTRYMAN.

"Got enny pum'kin seeds?"
"Some excellent ones, Mr. Jenkins."
"Quart'll do, I reckon. An' you can stick
in a half peck o' mixed clover along with
'em.''
"Are your farming tools all in order, Mr.
Jenkins?"
"Guess they'll run out this ere season,
thankee. Might stick in a couple o' threetine pitchforks, if yeou like."
"Two pitchforks, Mr. Jenkins; all right."
"How much tew own thet air harrer ?"
"That harrow costs eighteen dollars, Mr.
Jenkins, and it's worth the money. It will
save you that in labor."
Mr. Jenkins stood motionless for several
moments and surveyed the farm implement,

with his head canted to one side and a critical squint in t1is soft blue eyes.
And more guileless and winsome eyes •
never lighted a human face. Simplicity and
innocence cried with mute eloquence. from
every feature of the countryman's countenance, and were plainly manifest in his every
word and action.
It was in the big farm supply store of Ray
& Brett. The clerks had winked slyly to one
another when he entered, despite that countrymen were common enough there, particularly in the early Spring. And very likely
these clerks would have poked a bit of innocent fun at him had it not been that Mr.
Brett, the junior partner, had taken him in
hand and was treating him with habitual
grave courtesy.
Mr. Jenkins had entered the store about
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half an hour before, and, being a stranger,
had intr~ducetl himself.
:.\1r. Brett l.vas much pleased to shake
hands with the farmer from Salisbury, and
more pleased t<> ~ell him even tile srrraU ·bill
of goods which he sin~e had puTI:hased. He
~
would have been th.rice glad could he bave

.

s!llld him tbe harrow.
But Mr. J enkw.s presently set down his
colored carpetbag, pushed back the broad
straw hat from his Vv ebsterian brow, and,
raising his honest blue eyes to those of fr.
Brett, he said with rustic silllplicity:

"No doubt he's wuth it, sir, but I reckon
I can't stand the harrer. I dunno now but
I've bought more'n I can pay fur . How
much does she foot up?"
"Just $18.28, Mr. Jenkins. Call it an even
eighteen."
"Knock off the twenty-eight, eh? Thankee
fur thet, sir," Mr. Jen kins said, gratefully,
while he fished out from deep down in his
speckled waistcoat a huge leather wallet
about the size of a boot-leg and spread it
open upon one of the sales tables.
"Durned if I didn't come nigh furgittin'
this!" he exclaimed, producing a slip of pa"It's an order fur a bundle o' rakes,
p~.
an' a wheelbatrer, from Zeb Perkins. His
farm is next tew mine, an' wl1en he heerd I
was comin' tew town he ran over with this
ere. He says he trades here, an' you'd send
'em along an' charge 'em to him."
"Oh, yes!" said Mr. Brett, glancing at the
order. "Perkins is an old customer of ours.
What is the trouble now?"
"'Wal, durn me if I ain't short o' havin'
eighteen dollars arter all," explained Mr. Jenkins, who had been counting the bank notes
taken from his wallet. "I've only got thirteen, an' thet's a thunderin' unlucky number.
You'll hev tew cross off some o' them things
I've bought, so's tew cut it down."
Mr. Brett did not fancy reducing the or-
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<ler, and he rather wished to accommodate
the simple countryman.
·~vve will send your order C. 0. D., Mr.
Jenkins, if you wish."
'Then it'll hev tew g-o by express, won't

it?"
"Yes. sir."
"Thet'U co.st te v mmdl!" exclaimed the
countryman, with a ludicrous grimace.
"We've only got one eJ..1'ress -down ower way
an' it st)aks us tew the limit. I reckon you'd
better slice 'the order down, sir."
"\i\That _have you there?"
"Tliet ai.r?" and Mr. Jenkins lifted. his honest eyes to those of .bis hearer. "Thet air's
a order on the postoffice here in Boston."
"Ah, a money order!"'

"I reckon thet's what they call 'em. Never
hed one afore. Got this ere foam my son
Reuben, who runs a meat market out here a
piece. He sort o' helps me an' Nancy out
in the Spring. Farmin' don't pay much m
the winter, yeou know."
Mr. Brett examined the money order.
It looked all right. It was issued by the
M-- office upon that in Boston, and was
made payable to Mr. Jenkins.
Mr. Brett was not averse to doing the
cquntryman a kindness. He knew his next
farm neighbor, Zebediah Perk.ins, and there
was, of course, no question as to the honesty
of Mr. Jenkins.
He said pleasantly:
' We witl cash this for you, .M:r. Jen kins, if
you wish, an.d deduct the amount of your
purchase."
"Can yer do thet?" demanded Mr. Jenkins,'
with artless surprise.
"Certainly. This order is as good as a
check. All you need do is to sig11 it over to
us."
"Will I git all thet's comin' to me?"
"Well, you will get the eighty-five dollars,
less the amount of your bi11;'' laughed Mr.
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Brett. "That ts all the money order calls
for."
"An' thet'll save. me huntin' up the postoffice, won't it?"
"To be sure it will. You will have y@ur
money, and we shall include the order in our
bank deposit."
"Thet air's good enough!'.' exclaimed Mr.
Jenkins, with much satisfaction.
The countryman gathered up his huge
wallet and his carpetbag and repaired with
Mr. Erett to the office window. The latter
showed him where to sign the money order,
and Mr. Jenkins, with many facial contortions, affixed his scrawl of a signature to the
note.
''l'm a durned sight handier with a hoe
than a pen," he observed, surveying his writ.mg with dubious eyes.
Mr. Brett laughed, gave him a receipted
bill of his purchase, handed him the cash
balance of the money order, then shook
hands with him once more and accompanied
him to the street door.
"Call upon us again when you are in town,
Mr . .Jenkins,'' he said, bidding him good day.
"Reckon I will, sir. An' you come tew see
me when you're dow11 my way. Good-by,
sir."
And the countryman from SaTisbury, with
his straw hat and his carpetbag, wandered
moderately away with the throng oi moving
people in busy Market street.
Mr. Brett smiled and returned to his salesroom.

''Where did you get this?" the clerk a•ked,
abruptly.
''It was in with the others," the :youth answered, quickly. "Why, what's the matter
with it?"
The clerk took a long look at it; then he
left his seat and disappeared in the superintendent's office.
He returned presently and, thrusting the
money order through the window, said,
briefly:
":S:ere, Johnny, take this to your cashier,
and tell him it's no good."
The young man gave vent to a low whistle
and, passing out of the office, hastened
toward the hardware store.
"Somethin's in the wipd, all right," ht! exclaimed. "Eighty-five dollars. Gee I old
man Brett got stuck bad this time, and by
the old Reuben, too."
When he entered the store he fomtd Mr.
Brett and the cashier eJJ.gaged with a man
whom he subsequently learned was a postoffice inspector. He had sprung into a cat>
immediately on being shown the money order and had reached the store some minute!
ahead of the clerk.
What was it that had started him off so
suddenly?
The money order was properly made out,
properly signed and properly stamped. It

Two homs later the cashier sent one of his
clerks to the postoffice with a number of
money orders to be cashed.
Among the number was the Ollle given Mr.
:Brett by the countryman.

looked just like any other money order. But
up in one corner was something that set
every fibre of his body tingling.
It was a number printed. in red ink-2409.
That very day a general alarm had been
sent out to"every postoffice in the State which
read:
"Look out for money order books 2409,
2410, 24] I, 2412."

The postoffice elerk was ab9ut to cash that
one with tl!e others, when lie suddenly
caught his breath and darted a glance at the
young man outside.

Later in the day Chief Watts and Sheridan
Keene were discussing the case
company
with Postoffice Inspector Henderson.
"One feature of this 's windle, Detective

m

4

SHIELD WEEKLY.

Ke8ne, leads me to think that the notorious
Johnny Guile may have had a hand in the
job," Chief Inspector \!\T atts was saying as
the postoffice inspector rose from his chair in
the chiefs private office and started to take
his departure.
"And who is Johnny Guile, chief?" he
paused to ask, while buttoning his overcoat.
"The name isn't at all familiar."
"Johnny Guile," replied Chief Watts, "is
one of the slickest and most versatile swindlers just at present at large. Thougi1 still
under thirty, he has done time for half the
petty crimes in the calendar. As a co~1fidence
man he hasn't a peer. One of his cleverest
impersonations is that of an innocent Reuben,
by which he has s\.vindled more unsuspecting
merchants by one dodge or another than he
has hairs in his head. And he isn't bald by
any means," added the chief, with significant
emphasis.
"You say he is now at large?"
"He was released from the Elmira prison
six or eight months ago. He then pretended
to have reformed, yet I rather have been expecting he soon might be heard from in some
of his old tricks.'"
"What style of.a man is he?"
"When he is at liberty, that would be a
guess, for he makes himself up very cleverly,"
replied Chief Watts, laughing.· "The last
time I took him he was in petticoats, and he
looked sweet enough to have captivated a
Harvard freshman."
"Made up as a woman !" exclaimed Henderson.
"As a girl of nineteen or twenty," laughed
the chief. "And he looked it, too."
"He must have very feminine features."
"When he is in stripes he is the most in. nocent looking convict one ever beheld,"
added the chief. "His large blue eyes are as
soft as those of a girl, and he has the air of
a little angel. He is a rascal, though, every

inch of him ; and can pull the wool .over the
eyes of nine men out of ten whether they are
on the lookout or not. That's Johnny Guile."
"I'll keep an eye open for such a man,"
nedded Henderson, and with a bow in the dierction of Sheridan Keene. he made his departure.
"And he would stand about as good a
chance of landing Johnny Guile as my aunt
would!" dryly exclaimed Chief Watts, when
the door had closed. "Guile would give hiim
cards and spades and then take his money."
"Henderson evidently doesn't rank very
high in your estimation, chief," laughed
Keene.
"Not as a detective," was the reply. "He
is not sufficiently quick witted. I think,
Keene, since this affair has been brought to
my notice, that you had better run out to the
postoffice in M-- and see what you can
quietly discover."
"Shall I go at once?" .
"The sooner the better. You need not
bother Henderson in any way, nor even inform him that you are looking into the case;
but if, as I rather suspect, Johnny Guile has
had a hand in this job, a much better man
than Henderson should be after him."
"I'll go out there by the first train," sa'id
Sheridan Keene, quickly rising.
"And look sharp for such a man as I have
described," added Chief Watts, with a significant headshake. "Should you run him
into a corner at any time, moreover, keep
.
your eye on him every instant."
"Is he dangerous?" inquired Keene, briefly
turning back.
"Ye~,"

replied the chief. shortly. "He is
as desperate a little devil, when· he fears that
·he is cornered, as ever pulled a gun. Handle
him without gloves, mark you, if it ever
comes to a show down."
•
"I'll bear it in mind, Chlief Watts," bowe<l
Keene, as he departed to begin his work on
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the case, little dreaming how quickly he was
to strike the trail, or into what P.erils it was
destined to lead him.
CHAPTER -II.
THE PRETTY MONEY ORDER CLERK.

Instead of going at once to M--, the
postoffice from which the fraudulent money
order had been issued, Sheridan Keene hastened to the money order division of the Boston office and procured from the superintendent, by whom he was well known, the duplicate advice which had been received at the
Boston office.
Ordinarily the clerk's writing on this advice is a fac simile of th'at upon the money
order, the .t\vo being written at once by
means of the manifold process.
It was nearly five o'clock when the detective entered the postoffice in M--. The
carriers were about leaving to deliver their
last mail for the day.
"Is Postmaster Oliver here?" asked Keene,
stepping to the general delivery window.
"He is in the carriers' sorting-room just
now," replied a young ma:n clerk. "I'll call
him here, if you say so."
"D.o so, please."
At the rear was the carriers' room mentioned, separated from the back portion of
the main office by a broad doorway. The
rear half of the large main floor was devoted
to genera'! sorting and making up of the
mails for delivery to the wagons. In front
were the money order and registered letter
division, caged in with brass wirework reaching nearly to the ceiling; also the general delivery department and boxes, the postmaster's private section, railed off from the rest,
~nd the outer public room.
Keene barely had fixed these features in
mind when an elderly man approached the
window, saying nervously:
"I am the postmaster, sir. Do you wish
to see me personally?"

"In your private office, if you please," said
Keene, displaying his badge.
"Ah, yes!" exclaimed Mr. Oliver, "I'll admit you by yonder door."
K eene went to the side door indicated, and
was immediately admitted to- the postmaster's railed inclosure.
"I have called to investigate a money order said to have been fraudulently issued
from this office," he explained, taking a chair.
"But Mr. Henderson has already been out
here upon that business ."
"That will make no difference," rejoined
Keene. "He is one of the postoffice inspect ..
ors. I am from the headquarters in Pemberton Square, and my name is Sheridan Keene.
I wish only to learn the facts as far as they
are known."
"They may be briefly stated, Detective
Keene."
"So much the better."
"The money order, however, was not issued from this office."
"You surprise me. It bears the office name
and date stamp."
"That is true, sir, but nothing was known
of the. order at this office until to-day."
"What are the facts?"
"The money order book, which is No.
2409, was never opened in this office ; it was
stolen from our safe some time since the first
of this month.
"vVhen did you find this out?"
"Yesterday afternoon."
"You don't mean that the thief still has the
book of money orders!" exclaimed Keene.
"I mean more even than that. He has not
only book No. 2409, but also three others."
"Good heavens! Is it possible? That
gives the case a decidedly more serious aspect."
"Serious indeed!" exclaimed Mr. Oliver,
wiping from his brow the perspiration
brought there by tne mere thought 9£ his
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"Are you aware, Detective
misfortune.
Keene, how these order books are made?"
./
'"'They are issued by the department in
Washington in books of two hundred, 1 understand."
"Precisely, sir; and they come to the offices sealed in brown paper and stamped with
their numbers. About six weeks ago my
supply of books ran low and I made a requisiti:lln upon the department for some more."
"And you received them?"
"On the first of the month we received ten
books, sealed as usual, and they were depos• ited in the office safe."
"Is that where they are usually kept?"
"Certainly."
"Yet four have been stolen, you say?"
"Yes, sir."
"And not missed?"
"They would have been missed but for one
fact."
"What is that?"
"They occupied a small compartment of
the safe, necessitating the piling of a part of
these books back of the others. The thief
was sufficiently cunning to leave the front
tier ,of books intact, and as neither of my
clerks nor myself have had occasion to remove any oi them, we naturally did not discover the theft."
'"Who ordinarily has access to the safe?"
"My money order clerk, Miss Harvey, and
the two male clerks in the general delivery
department."
"What are their names?"
/
"Frank Fay and John Parsons."
"How long have tl1ey been in the service
here?''
"About two and five years, respectively."
"And Miss Harvey?"
"Ahout four months."
"Give me the home address of all three,
please."
Keene entered them in bis notebook, then
added~

"Give me also the numbers of the three
stolen books besides 2409."
Mr. Oliver readily complied, and lhe detective, looking up quite sharply, observed:
"Then, Mr. O liver, as each of these books
co_ntains two hundred order blanks-, the thief
has or had a total of eight hundred, each of
which might be filled out for one hundred
dollars and possibly cashed."
"That is the lamentable situation, Detective Keene."
"Making a total of eighty thousand dollars."
"Precisely."
"I should say it was a serious case," said
Keene, bluntly. "Hundreds of people, merchants, brokers, even the banks, may be victimized, unless these thieves can be apprehended and the books recovered. Mr. Oliver, have you any reason to suspect a11y person in this office of having removed the
books?"
"Not one, sir!" exclaimed Oliver, with
genuine fervor.
"How many carriers have you?"
"Sixteen."
"Is your safe where they could eas1ly get at
it without being observed?"
"It would be possible, providing the office
clerks were busily engaged."
"As a matter of fact, then, it is po&sible
that any employee of this office may be
guilty."
Keene's brow had become clouded. Compared with what he had anticipated, the 4'.ase
,.,-as assuming gigantic proportions. Out of
nearly twenty employees it might i.ndeed
prove difficult to fix upon the guilty €lne.
"Yes, as a matter of fact."
"I wish to visit your money order department, Mr. Oliver."
"Certainly; step round this way."
Keene followed him round by the geJ!lei;al
delivery window, ca5tfng a passing glance at
the clerk, and enterc(i the cage adjoining.
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"This is Miss 1I<:>'rvey, the money order
-.clerk'' sai<l the rostrnaster. "This is Detective Keene, o'f the Boston police, Miss
Harvey. He wishes to see the safe from
which the books were stolen; he is here to
make an investigation."
"We11, I do hope, Mr. Keene, that you will
quickly discover the thieves!'' exclaimed the
girl, acknowledging the introduction.
"I hope so, too."
"My own integrity, you see, sir, is seriously involved, and the 'i ncident has made me
, dreadfully nervous. I shall pray hourly . for
your success."
And Miss Harvey flashed a fervent glance
at the detective from out the depths of her
soft blue eyes.
They were innocent and winsome eyes,
and the girl was decidedly pretty. Her face
was round, with a pretty pink and white complexion; her luxuriant hair was a· glorious
auburn; and her figure, rather over the mediurn height, was fine1y developed.
She ·w'as just the style of girl to easily
catch the men; and Keene, when he observed
the solicitous glance of Mr. Oliver, on hearing her remark, decided thar this elder1y
postmaster was more or less smitten with the
fascin~ting charms of his money order clerk.
"N e11ie takes the- affair serious1y at heart,"
he observed to Keene, in an explanatory
way. "Yet 111 stake my own reputation
upon her innocence.""'
"l\Ess Harvey 1ooks just the oppooite of a
thief,"' returned Keene, bowing in a compli.men'tary way to the b1ushing girl "Is this
the safe from which the books were -stolen?"
"Yes, sir,'' said Nellie Harvey, drawing
nearer, while Keene made the examination.
It was a large square safe set in the wall,
and with its door gpening into tl1'! cage.
"'!t would not have been easy for any of
the carriers to have entered the cage during
business hours, would it, Miss Harvey?" in•
quired Keene.
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"1\ o, sir; not easy!" explained the girl
"Yet I sometimes am obliged to be abseHt
for a few minutes, and it then might be pcissible for a carrier to s1ip in here for a moment wit110ut being observed."
""Have you ever noticed any of the -carriers
to have a tendency to loiter near the cage?'"
''Oh, no, sir; never!"
"Where IS the money order book you now
are using?''
'-'Here on my desk."
Keene turned to the high desk, and, drawing from his pocket the advice obtained at
the Boston office, he spreatl it open beside
the money order book which N e1l HaTvey
pushed toward him.
"It is very evident," he presently observed;
"that the writing on the fraudu1ent order is
not like yours, Miss Harvey."
"Oh, you are comparing them!" the girl
exclaimed, with interest.
"Certainly," said Keene, looking up to
meet her irlquiring blue eyes.
"Why, surely it is not like mine," she replied. "I never so much as saw order book
No. 2409."
"I presume not."
"It never was taken from its wrapper while
in this office; at least, not to my knowledge ."
"And you most likely would have known.
if it had been," smiled Keene, meeting her
gaze with a look as artless as her own.
"·If you please, Mr. Oliver," 'he added, with
an.air of indifference; "I would like to take
this book to your desk for a few moments."
"There is no objection to that, Detective
Keene."
Nellie Harvey looked the least bit surprised, but Keene immecliate1y withdrew
with the money order book then in use in
the office, and took a seat at the postmaster's
private desk.
· "If you please, Mr. Oliver, I would like to
remain alone while I am making a further
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the fraudulent order was written here or not.
it at least was stamped by some person in
this office. There is some one here vvho re quires watching."
Although he had completed his comparison of the book and the fraudulent advice,
Detective Keene continued to bend motionless before the postmaster's desk, with th e
Keene glanced back over his shoulder.
From where he sat, he could be seen from mirror still held in his palm.
Five more minutes passed.
only one side of the rear part of the office;
Then a quick, sprightly step sounded
and that part contained one feature already
across
the floor at the rear.
noted by the detective, which he suspected
In another moment the reflection of a figmight be resorted to by any person secretly
ure
showed in the tiny mirror.
anxious to watch his movements. It was the
It was that of a girl.
set bowl and towel rack, which served for
Nell Harvey had crossed the office and was
the gffice lavatory, with a mirror affixed upon
at the bowl.
the wall back of it.
Ostensibly she was merely washing her
Seating himself with his back in that dihands. But not for a moment while she
rection, as if he had no interest there, Keen~
stood there did the gaze of her innocent blue
fixed in the palm of his left hand a small mireyes leave .the mirror in front of her, in which
ror, about the size of a silver dollar, and so
she too was watching a ~etlection-that of
held it that he could see the reflection of the
Detective Sheridan Keene, still bending stuwashbowl, or of any person who might visit
diously over the postmaster's desk, with the
it.
girl's every move reflected from th~ glass in
Then he drew from his pocket a powerful
his hand.
magnifying gla'ss, and fell to studying the
At the end-of two minutes 1 ell Harvey
office and date mark, which is fixed with a
returned to the cage.
circular rubber stamp upon both the order
At the end of two more minutes Detective
and advice issued from each money order ofKeene rejoined her and the. postmaster there,
fice.
and returned the money order book.
At the end of five minutes he discovered
"What do you find, sir?" demanded Mr.
that the capital letter of the town name in the Oliver, with immediate interest.
stamp had a very slight imperfection, as if
"N othi,pg at all significa'n t," said Keene.
the edge of the letter in the rubber stamp had "It appears to be very evident that this fraubeen slightly cut or worn. The imperfection dulent order was prepared outside of your
was not incidental to a single impression, office, Mt. Oliver."
but appeared invariably in the impressions
"Oh, Detective Keene, I am so glad to
upon the book then ·in use.
hear you say that, at least!" exclaimed Miss
Keene next examined the impression on Harvey, with a warm flash of her eyes in his
the advice brought from Boston.
direction. •
It presented the same identical defect.
"No doubt you are!" smiled Sheridan
"So, so!" he said to himself, with a thrill Keene, with a complacent bow.
of satisfaction. "I strike a clew, do I? One.
And, as a matter of fact, he had no doubt
thing is now comparatively certa'in-whether of it.

examination of this book," he said, with a
courteous firmness.
It was the postmaster's turn to look surprised. Despite his interest in Keene's investigation, 'however, he offered no objection,
but bowed and withdrew to another part of
the office.

•
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and deceive men and. women alike as to his
sex.
And although the party in the tight jacket
and dashing hat was indeed the notorious
swindler and criminal, Jobnny Guile, he will,
for the sake of convenience, at present be
CHAPTER III.
referred to in the character assumed.
A PAPER GOLD MINE.
Another backward glance told Miss Har1t was nearly six o'clock when Sheridan vey that Keene was following on the oppoKeene left the post-office, and he rightly in- , site side.
ferred that Nell Harvey's duties would end
Then she dove into a jewelry store and
::i t that hour, and that she would soon depart.
~urchased a hat pin.
About five minutes after six she emerged
Keene stopped across the street to gaze at
alone, wearing a broad hat bedecked with
the antics of two bun puppies playing in a
red roses, while her outer garment was a
barber's window .
tight jacket which set off to advantage her
When Miss H:trvey emerged from the
attractive figure.
store she carried her handkerchie f in her
'"Very fly, indeed!" said Keene to himself.
hand ; and before she reached the next corner
'"She certainly is worth the watching."
she made a rapid sign with it, and a man
She scarce had set foot upon the sidewalk
standing on the curbing abruptly turned and
before she sighted the detective on the oppodisappeared down the side street.
site side of the street.
"He was .waiting for her," Keene instantly
Keene had made sure that she should. He
wanted to see how she would act in case she decided; "and she gave him warning.
Hello ! she is going to ca'll me down."
felt herself under suspicion.
I
Miss Harvey had turned · sharply at the
Yet he pretended not to observe her. He
corner, and was crossing the street.
appeared to be staring into a store window.
Then she came toward the detective, bowThe girl frowned slightly when she noticed
ing and smiling as if surprised at seeing him.
him, then started off up Main street.
Keene immediately stopped her, politely
"Why is the fool waiting there?" she n~ut-

But he was too shrewd to reveal his suspicions thus early in the game.
He bade them both a courteous good-day,
and made his departure.

tered, glancing back over her shoulder.
"Does he hope to corner me? If he does,
he'll get finely left, or my name isn't Johnny
Guile!"
Chief Vv atts was right when he said that
Johnny Guile was one of the cleverest in the
business. His makeup as Miss Nell Harvey
was perfection itself. He looked as pretty
as a picture, and as innocent as the daughter
of a Methodist minister.

raising his hat.
"vVhich is the nearest way to the railway
station, Miss Harvey?" he inquired. "I am
somewhat turned around."
"Down the next side street," she replied,
with one -of her innocent smiles. "It will
take you straight to the station."
"Thank you."
"I do hope, sir, you will soon be able to

It was indeed a desperately clever fellow,
who could prepare himself in prison to pass
the civil service examination s, and after
emerging from the Elmira jail finally secure
his present situation in the postal service

"I have no doubt of it, Miss Harvey, "
nodded Keene, affably, as they parted.
"Guess again!" was the mental comment
of the other.
She waited until Keerie had turned th e

arrest those thieves."

'
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comer, then p.ut the boot on the other leg
and followed him.
Keene was too cunni11g to look back.
\Nhil.e wip.ing bis brow with his handkerchief as he walked he again resorted to his
mirror, and discovered that the girl was
fifty feet behind him, watching his every
•
movement.
E11tering the station, Keene at once
bought a ticket for Boston, and boarded the
first train.
Then Miss Harvey was satisfied that he
~ieant what he had said, and really had returned to the city. But Sheridan Keene left the train at tbe
first stop, and took an electric car back to
J.1--.
It was dark when he arrived, and close
upon eight o'clock.
He at once inquired the way to Elm street,
where he bad been informed by the postmaster that Miss Harvey had lodgings.
He had no difficulty in finding the house,
and he strongly suspected that she would
have a caller that evening-the man to whom
she had given warning a little earlier. The
circumstance alone \\'as sufficient to warrant
this suspicion.
From the opposite side of the street Keene
made a survey of the house. It was a two:otory wooden dwelling, \Vith a yard and garden at the rear. There was a light in the
hall, but one room only was illumined, that
of the second floor back.
Crossing the street Keene peered through
the narrow windows at either side of the
front door.
Miss Haryey' s jacket and hat hung upon
the rack against the wall.
"She's at home right enough ,'' said Keene
to himself. "Now to discover if she is
alone."
The side of the house offered him no advantage. Seeking the rear yard, however,

he discovered that one of the chaniber curtains was raised an inch or two from the
sash.
Five feet below the. windows was a shed,
or porch, with a slanting roof. Rising to
the break of thjs roof there was a wooden
trellis, covered with a luxuriant grape-vine.
"The very thing," ,.,rrmttered Keene. "It
is a chance that invites discovery, but I must
know who is in that room."
Moving with exceeding taution, he
mounted the trellis and gained tY1e roof of
the porch. Creeping up over the shingles
he reached the main body of the house, and
found that, by holding fast to the window
casing, he could stand erect and fook into
the room .
The chamber contained the very parties
Keene had anticipated-Nell Harvey and the
man Keene had seen leave the street corner
when the girl flirted her handkerchief.
The chamber door was closed, and the t'vvo
of the room, evidently aware of
occupants
,,
being alone in the house, were speaking in
ordinary tones, sufficiently loud to be overheard by the detective.
But Joti!nny Guile had not removctd his
disguise. He was too clever to take cha·nces
o• an interrupbon, and of bis sex being unexpectedly discovered.
Among the first words to 'reach the ears
of the detective was the mention of his own
name.
"Oh, the man was Sheridan Keene right
enough t" Miss H arvt;:y was exclaiming.
"He gave Oliver his name, and I know hinl
by reputation. I didn't dare chance speak ing to you on the street, lest he sh01.1ld make
a mark of you also. So I gave you the tip
to vamoose."

"Do you think he has tumbled to anything?" demanded the 0ther.~
He was a short. stocky young man, \\lith
a smooth face and sharp gray eyes, and his
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features indicated that he was an Irishman.
His name was Terrance Malloy.
"There 1s little doubt that he has discovered something," was the reply; "but I have
not yet learned what.'"
"You think he suspects you?"

u_

three of us. r-..'o, no, Terry, don't 1ose your
heart. \Ve have a paper gold mine in this,
which even Sheridan Keene shall not corner.
We will do him up for good and all before
we will suffer that to come off."
"Oh, I am not losing heart," cried Malloy,
with grim disapproval. "I am only asking
what's to be done, now that the game is

"Why should he have shadowed me, if
not? Ye.s, be surely bas tumbled upon
. fai.rly started and suspected."
something."
Clever Miss Harvey swung her chair
"What do you mean to do about it?"
animated gaze
"Hang to my position in the office, of nearer the tab1e and bent her
opposite.
mah
cannrse, until I find out just where we stand," on the
"I'll tell you what's to be done," she said,
was the decisive rejoinder. "I am not afraid
curtly. "Bill still has the money-orde r book,
of him."
"But you are taking the chance of arre5t," hasn't he?"
"Sure he has."
protestied Malloy.
"And is still located at the old stand?"
"There's little danger of that just yet,"
"He'll rn:it leave there till you .say. That
was the reply. "Keene will not arrest me
the plan."
was
alGne. I am on to all the moves of this fty
"And he will .stick to it fa.st enough,"
detective, and he will plan to make me the
"And to-morrow
c~tspaw by w4iich he can locate the rest of nodded Miss Harvey.
jump this town,
better
bad
you
morning
the gang, and recover the .stol~n money order
bodks. What would be the good of arrest- which i\. becoming a trifle warm, and run
ing me alone? He'd know I' would mot be- down to Salem. Later in the day I'll drop
you a line, telling you what turns up and
tray the· ot11ers."
"There is something in that," nodded Malloy. apprnvingly .
"Sure l:'here is! The recovery of the stolen
money orders is of more account than nailing me, never doubt thaL Vv e have nearly
eight hundred of them, Terry, and it will be
like child's play to get cash for them. We
cannot hope to work the offices much. as I
at first thought, for the department in Washington is already sending out warning
car<ls."
"W e11, what can we do?'"
" "file can work them off on the merchants,
and that's a cinch."
"Sure; that is true enough," laughed ::\falloy.
"Eight hundred orders, say at fifty each,
would run up to forty thousand dollars, and
that's a good bit of money to divid·e among

what you are to do. "
"\!Vill you stay here?"

"I shall remain ill the post-office as [ong as
I feel safe in doing so," was the p:rompt
reply. "I want to learn just what Sheridan
Keene has discovered, that I may know how
best to head him off. He is the man w.e have
most to fear, for Henderson don't cut any
ice at all."
"\Vill you write me soon?"
"N"ot later than to-morrow, and m case
anything turns up."
"And Bill?"
''I'll keep him informed also. So long as
he has the money orders, there'l1 be no danger of my arrest; of that I am certain. I
shall hold my position in the office til1 I
think it grows too hbt. and then make tracks
for parts 1.Jnknown."

'
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"And I am to hear from you to-m.orrow or
the next day?" demanded Malloy, half-doubtfully.
"You surely will, I tell you. And you'd
better be going, now, lest some of the family
return and find you here."
Malloy rose to his feet and took his hat,
and his companion accompanied him as far
as the street door.
Keene decided that he had nothing more
to learn then and there, and that there was
less danger of discovery if he departed before the girl returned. Cautiously making
his way down the slippery roof, he safely
reached the yard, and departed over the back
fence.
He already had decided by what plan he
might locate the party called Bill, who evidently was the present custodian of the stolen
money orders, the recovery of which was indeed of the greatest, importance.
But the best laid schemes both of criminals
and detectives sometimes go amiss.
When Johnny Guile opened his ba1k window next morning, the first thing to catch
his eye was the torn grape-vine at the edge
of the shed roof; and closer inspection of the
roof at once revealed the scratches of nails
in the shjngles, evidently made by the nails
in the heels of a man's boots.
The scoundrel's face underwent a mighty
change, and for a moment a look like that
of murder itself showed in his dilating eyes.
Then a malicious gtin broke the expression
of ominous hatred.
"So he played it on me. did he?" he
growled, under his breath. "And he came
back here to pipe me off! It's lucky I undressed in the dark! A very clever game,
Mr. Keene, but I'll pay you back in your
own coin, my man, never doubt that!"
Since he had not been immediately arrested, he did not fear arrest; and he made
himself up as usual , and at the customary
hour started for the post-office.

CHAPTER IV.
THE

TABLES

TURNED.

As Johnny Guile had surmised, Sheridan
Keene had no idea of arresting any person
through whom, if left at liberty, he might locate and recover the stolen money orders.
To recover these, and thereby prevent the
swindling of perhaps hundreds of uninformed merchants, if not even an occasional
careless or forgetful postmaster, was first of
chief importance.
Keene now believed that, if he could alarm
Nell Harvey into mailing a letter to her confederate who then had the money order
books in his keeping, their recovery and the
arrest of the man could be quickly and quietly effected. The arrest of Nell Harvey and
Malloy could be accomplished later.
He did not for a moment suspect that his
eavesdropping of the previous night had
been discovered. Nor did he for an instant
imagine that Nell Harvey was the notorious
Johnny Guile, a man whose shrewdness was
nearly equal to his own, and who already
suspected the very step the detective was
about to take.
It was about ten o'clock when Keene entered the post-office, and he at once approached the money-order window.
"Good-morning, Miss Harvey," he called,
on observing the latter at her desk.
She came down off the high stool and
quickly joined him at the window.
"Do you bring me good news?" she asked,
with a display of eagerness that would have
"Have the
deceived the hundredth man.
stolen money orders been recovered?"
"Not yet; but they soon will be," replied
K~ene, with an air of conviction.
"Do you mean it?"
"Irnked, I do! I ran out here this morning merely to learn if any more orders from
the stolen books have been casbed in this
locality."

J
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''There have been none reported to me."
"Is the postma~ter about?"
"He has gone to Boston to meet the postoffice inspectors."
"That's so? Then I'll not be able to see
him."
"Not unless you wait until he returns."
"I don't believe I'll do that."
"Is there anything private about this business?" demanded t!he clerk, with an air of
"What's been discovered that
coquetry.
makes you think the stolen books will be
recovered so soon?"
It was the very question Keene had expected, and for which he was waiting.
And Johnny Guile knew well enough that
it was; and that, when Keene answered it,
he should learn just what evidence had been
actuating the detective in shadowing him.
"There is nothing so private that you may
not know," replied Keene, artfully, returning the other's seductive glance. "But yon
had better keep the facts to yourself, Miss

•
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"Impossible!"
And for an instant a look of genuine fear
showed in Johnny Guile's blue eyes.
"It's a fact, so Henderson claims," asserted Keene.
"Can he prove it?"
"So he says."
"But how? If he can do that, he should
be able to make an arrest."
"He expects to do so this afternoon."
"Do you know whom?"
"I don't," and Keene shook his head. "As
I said before, there is some jealou'sy among
us, and we don't tell all we know."
"Don't you know why he is so sure the
order was stamped h.ere ?"
"I helieve he discovered some imperfection in the stamp, Miss Harvey, which appears both in the order book here in use,
and in the cashed money order stolen from

book 2409."
"Funny you should not have discovered
that as well as Henderson!"
"I am not as clever as Henderson," reHarvey."
turned Keene, with equal dryness.
"Oh, I can keep a secret, if I am a
"Oh, indeed!" was the laughing rejoinder.
woman."
"I'd never have dreamed that. Has he
"It is no work of mine, nor at all to my lea'rned anything more?"
credit," explained Keene, joining in her
"He has discovered that the stolen books
laugh.
are now in the keeping of a man somewhere
"Whose, then?''
in the suburbs, and claims he can lay hands
"T'he credit belongs to Henderson."
on . him at the proper time. I don't know
"Th~ past-office inspect_pr ?"
how much truth there is in it, Miss Harvey,"
"Yes. The one who was out here yester- added the detective, as he turned to go;
day."
"but I think without doubt that arrests will
"Is that so? He struck me as being a be made this afternoon."
blockhead. What, in Heaven's name, did
"I hope so, I am sure !"
he discover?"
"My regards to Mr. Oliver."
"Thanks."
"I've not gait all of the particulars, for ,
The last was said with a smile, as Keene
there is more or less jealousy between~ us
detectives," Keene carelessly rejoined: never bowed himself from the office; but the smile
losing the expression of his hearer's eyes. became a vicious grin, which developed into
"But Henderson discovered when out here a scowl of bitterest ma'lice. before Johnny
that the fraudttlent order was stamped and Guile had resumed his seat at the high desk
in the money-order cage.
dated by some one in this office."

14

SHIELD WEEKLY.

'·So there was a crook in the stamp, eh!"
he said to himself, sitting with his elbows
on the desk and his brows knit in an ugly
frown.
" .\ml he would have me think Henderson
made th e discovery, would he? He is just
al H;ut laying to locate the stolen books
th1-. mgh some act of mine. Probably a letter to Bill. Well, well, I'll not disappoint
hi m, the fool!
·just th e same, he has made this office too
hot for comfort, and I thmk I'll up stakes
anll light out before I find myself with bracelets on instead of bangles. But I'll first even
up accounts with Sheridan Keene, the infernal meddler!"
He toG>k a pen, drew a block of paper under his hand, and began to write.
Sheridan Keene, meantime. rang at the
door of a house on the opposite corner, from
the side window of which the side {ivindows
of the post-office could be easily seen.
"I ain a Boston detective," he explained
to the woman who answered his ring-. ''I
wish to watch the movements of a person in
the post-office, who is suspected of robbing
the mails, and I would like the privilege of
doing .so from oue of your side rooms for a
brief time if you please."
"I do not know that I have any objection,"
the woman replied, yet regarding him rather

"It is for the express into BostC>n !" Keene
exclaimed to himself.
Hurriedly leaving the house, he waited
until the mail wagon had turned the corner
and was out of view from the post-office,
wben he hailed· the driver.
"Take me aboard, my m.an," he commanded.
"Can't do it, sit:."
"But you must do it," persisted Keene,
making himself known. "I am at present in
the mail service, an.cl after a letter thief. So
move along there and make room for me."
This put a different complexion on the request, an<l Keene was allowe<l to ride.
At 'lhe station he hoarded the mail car
along with the pouch of mail, and stated his
business to the railway postal clerk.
"Can you get that pouch open and find a
letter for me before the train leaves?" he
further demanded.
"Hardly, sir! They ace ringing off already. We are express into Boston."
And Johnny Guile had known this train
to be an express; and believed that Keene,
once away on it, could not return for at least
a couple of hours . In that ti~e, he had decided be could safely jump the :town.
"Open up the pouch, then," commanded
Keene, as the train started. "I'll find the
letter during the run in."

suspiciously.
The.n Keene displayed his badge, which
evidently had an effect, an<l he was admitted .
to a side parlor.
Through the lace drdperies he could see
across to the post-office, and without being
s.een in turn.

Although the mail was not heavy, .it required some little time for him to fix upon
the letter desired. He had no address save
the name Bill, or William ; and no means of
identifying the letter except by the writing
of the money-order clerk, winch he had seen
in the order book at the p>0st-office.

The pretty money-order derk still was
seated at the desk, busily writing.
At the end of ten minutes she came do;vn
off the stool, and hastened to drop a letter
in the mail pouch for which a wagon at the
r1 0or was at that moment waiting.

But he found in the mail five letters addressed to men named William, and the
superscription on one of these was 1.1.ndoubtedly in the writing of Nell Huvey.
The letter was addressed to William
Bloodsoe, Newburyport, !.?J:ass.

•
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"You're taking a chance in opening that,
DeteGtive Keene," observed the clerk, when
Keene started to break open the. seal.
"If I am in error. we can put it in another

envelope and readdre!'>S it," was the r~ly.
"You can bear witness to my motive in opening it."
And without

further argument

Keene

broke the seal.
Quickly dPawing out the folded sheet, he
glanced first at the signature.

•

It was the name he ex.pected-:'.:'Jell Harvey. Then he began at the top of the page
and read: ·

-

CHAPTER V.
QUICK \\'ORK.

Although it did not tell him that s.he was
a man in disguise, Sheridan Keene <lid not
require the help of a college prnftss.or to
appreciate the full significance of :\:ell Harvey's intensely sarcastic letter.
It told him bow he had bee.n duped. It
told him that his espionage of the night before had been discovered, and that the letter
by which he had hoped to accomplish so
much was on~\: a colossal hoax and taunt.
And it told him not only that he was up
against a person of cons.ummate boldness
and cunning. but also one who would not
shrink even from taking his life, if the occa-

"Mv DEAR MR. SHERIDAN KEENE:
sion should require it.
''\Vhat a very dever detective you are!
Aside from its startling signi£cance, the
Yon really ought to have a medal hung on
you where every one might see it. It's a ·sarcastic tone ai the letter was sufficimt to
wonder to me why the stea~boots and loco- spur the most resentful and resolute part of
motives don't whistle your name. You and Keene's nature .
•
Hendersorv are peas from the same pod.
With his cheeks grown slightly pale uom
You are a's soft as a ripe tomato. If you fell
suppressed rage, and \Yith a very ugly fire
down, your skin would open and you would
leaping up in his dark eyes, he crushed the
al! run out.
"When you next play the 'Peeping Tom' letter into his pocket.
"\\'as it what you expected?" demanded
at a lady's bed-room window, take off your
shed
the
shoes, so the nails will not scrape
the startled railway clerk . .
roof. Take a run down to Newburyport,
'• lt was a deal more than I expected!"
Mr. :Keene, <141d look up l\Ir. Bill Bloodsoe. cried Keene, ru hing to the car window to
Ii yon can find him, clap the darhies on him
look out.
and run him in. If you cannot locate him,
The train \\·as speeding at about forty
wire for me and I'll come to help you. I
an hour throngh a suburban district,
miles
know where he is, or some other Bill!
my
"Should you come this way again,
and approaching the outskirts of the next
dear Mr. Keene, run in and ~ee me-if you town.
•
can find me. But don't try to queer my litTurning sharply about, Keene sprang up
tle game with the money ordeTs. If you do,
and caught the signal line to the locomotive,
and we chance to meet, take heed that you
pull your gun quicker than I pull mine. If and gave it a violent jerk.
"Here, 11tire," cried the clerk; "what are
you fail to do so, the pastor of your church
of
you doing:'"
\Vill have occasion to say what he thinks
you. and you'IJ give him no back talk.
"Slowin g down the train," thundered
"Really, my dear Mr. Keene, you're too Keene, above the noise of the whee.Ts.
soft! I think you would even cash a &oney
" ou must not do that!"
order numbered 2409 I presume you here"Must not. perhaps! But I have!" cri ed
after will become my foe, instead of friend;
Keene, clinging fast to the line to prevent the
NELL HARVEY."
and I am yours,

..
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conductor from reversing the signal. "I
must.leave this train, and I mean to do it!"
The signal already was being answered, _
and the train was slowing down.
Withoµt waiting to offer further argument
or explanation, Keene dashed out' to the rear
platform of the car.
In•a moment more he felt it safe to make
the jump from the steps, and at the same
moment the amazed conductor appeared
through the door of the baggage-car.
Keene threw back his coat and displayed
his badge, at the same time crying loudly:
,
"It was a case of r:ecessity, conductor.
There's a dangerous criminal in M--, and
I must return. Let her go, sir!"
With the last, and a nod to the road official, Keene leaped from the moving train and.
landed safely in the roadbed.
The conductor signaled the train to go ori;
then leaned out o.er the iron guard-gate and
waved his hand to the detective, a salute
which Keene heartily returned.
This was a move which even Johnny Guile,
with all his cleverness, had not anticipated.
"If she imagines me . so soft," said Keene
to himself, still supposing h.is daring ·opponent to be a woman, "I'll speedily give
her occasion to change her mind."
. Hastening across a strip of meadow he
gained the street, and started for the nearest
house having a stable adjoining.

f

H.e found a young man in the yard engaged in grooming a horse.
''Hitch up that animal at once and take
me to M--," Keene cried, peremptorily.
"It's a case of life and death."
The young man looked surprised, but
quickly took in the explanation made by the
detective, and did what the latter commanded.
It required but a few moments to harness
th.e horse into a ljght buggy. and with the
young man by his side Keene soon was rid-

ing furiously over the road toward the town
from which he so recently had departed.
"How long a drive is it?" he asked.
"About four miles."
"And how soon can you make it?"
"In about fifteen minutes, sure."
"Are you acquainted in the town?"
"Oh, yes; I used to live there."
"Take me straight to the post-office."
"All right, sir."

.

The young man was a: good as his word .
In precisely fifteen minutes he drew down
the reeking horse at the post-office door.
"\Vait here for me," said Keene; "I may
want you again."
"All right, sir."
Keene sprang down to the sidewalk and
dashed up the steps. It was precisely forty
minutes since he had left by the same door,
and fell to wa.tching Nell Harvey from the
window of the opposite house.
As he entered the office Keene saw a
young man, instead of the person he had
hoped was in the money-order cage. Hastening to the window he demanded hurriedly:
''Where is Miss Harvey?"
The clerk of course had no suspicion of
what had occurred.

•

"She stepped out a while ago, sir; but only
to do an errand," he replied.
"How long ago?"
"Possibly half an hour."
"See if she has taken any orders from the
book in u's e."
"Good Heavens, sir! You don't suspect--"
"Do what I tell you," Keene sharply interrupted.
Th.e clerk excitedly obeyed.
"Yes," he presently cried; "she has filled
out four orders."
"Are you sure?''
"Positively! There has been no person at
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this window this morning, sir; but there are
four orders missing under to-day's date."
"Wire at once · to the offices on which the
orders are drawn," commanded Keene. "Se~
if the rubber office stamp is here?"
"No, sir; that also is missing."
"And you'll find that the girl is missing,
too," cried Keene, bluntly. " Notify Oliver
the moment he returns."
Without waiting to learn more, he hurriedly lef the office and rejoined the young
man in the waiting vehicle.
"Take me to Elm street, No. 71," he com:
manded; "and don't spare your horse."
"The horse can stand it, sir."
"Do you know the street?"
"Very well, sir."
It was a drive of less than ten minutes, and
the moment they arrived at the house Keene
sprang down and rang the doorbell.
Johnny Guile was there, still made up as
Nell Harvey, and was in his room securing
from his trunk such articles as he wished
to carry away with him.
But this clever swindler was always on the
alert. The moment he heard the wheels outside, he suspected something \Wong. Darting into the front chamber he looked down
and saw Sheridan Keene as he left the carriage.
Most men would have taken a chance of
escape by the back window-but not Johnny
Guile. His daring was superb and his audacity was magnificent.
Though he turned slightly pale, there was
an ugly' look in his eyes; a:nd without a moment's hesitation he ran back to his room,
and began stripping off his dress.
At the same moment the ring of the doorbell sounded through the house.
It was answered by the landlady, a slender
little woman of good reputation, and whose
name was Cabot.
"Is Miss Harvey hcre in the house,
madam?" Keene at once demanded.

•
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To his great surprise and sati sfac tion, Mrs .
Cabot replied :
"Yes, sir, she is in her room. T his is an
unusually early hour--" .
But Keene did not wait to hear her out.
Turning quickly to his fri end in the buggy,
he cried, sharply:
"Come down here, young man! Run out
hack there and wat~h the rear chamber win- dows. If you see any one leaving by them,
• at once."
sing out to me
The youth nodded understandingly, and
started for the back yard.
"What's amiss, sir?" cried Mrs. Cabot. "I
hope ~iss Harvey has not done anything
wrong."
"Oh, no, not a thing!" Keene dryly exclaimed, as he entered the hall and closed
the front door. " Go up to her room and
tell her she's ·wanted down here."
"But, sir-·- "
"Or, better still, I'll go myself!"
And the detective started up the stairs,
tliree at a time.
But only to run almost into the arms of
Miss Harvey, who at that moment was descending to meet him.
Now, however, Miss. Harvey had changed
her dress. She was in a loose, negligee
wrapper, and her luxuriant auburn hair was
hanging down her back. From below the
edge of her skirts, peeped a tolerably wellshaped foot, without even a stocking to cover
its nakedness.
"Oh, dear me, Mr. Keene!" she exclaimed, looking down at him with ·an indescribable smile of mingled surprise and
amusement. "How you startled me·! Is it
indeed you ?"
Keene drew back down the stairs, laughing with grim satisfaction.
"Yes, it is I, Miss Harvey!" he return ed,
with a curt display of enjoyment not easil:
suppressed. " Come down here !"

' I
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"Really, sir," began Mrs. Cabot.
"But really, sir, I am 11ot fit to be seen!"
"Don't wait to argue with me," Keene
"Don't let that embarrass you, my clever
young lady. I have seen women in wrap- sharply interrupted. "Do ·what I command.
And see that you don't lose sight of the girl,
pers before. Come down here, I say."
"Why, certainly, if you insist," she smiled, or worse luck will be yours."
Though in some perturbation. and eviarchly, as she came part way down the stairs .
dently more or less alarmed, :M:rs. Cabot now
"Did you get my letter, :'.\fr. Keene?"
proceeded to follow the detective 's instruc"Yes, I got it."
tions. She started up the stairs, :Miss Har" vVasn't it nice?"
''\' ery," returned Keene. with his eyes vey leading the way, and Keene presently
never leaving her, for he remembered her heard the chamber door close behind them.
Then he sat down on the stairs .and waited.
threat. . "Come down here, all• the way."
When compared with his disappointment
" Please don't be hard on me, l\tlr. Keene,"
she now pleaded, with an indescribable air of on the train , the present situation was emitimidity and subservience. "I really don't • nently satisfactory.
That Miss Harvey, clever though as she
think you are as soft a·s I said, riow that you
might be, could now escape him, appeared
show up here again so quickly."
She had halted half way clown the stairs, utterly absurd.
For about ten minutes the detective paand there stood holding her wrapper about
her, as if und ecided wh eth er to obey him or tiently waited.
He knew by the experience the length of
not.
But K eene felt that he had her dead to time it requires a lady of style to dress.
At the end of ten minutes he heard a chamrights . and the demure cleverness of the girl
was pl easing him, and he was not inclined to ber door open, and then a young man in a
checked suit called down over the baluster
be needlessly severe.
"I don't intend to be hard on you," he re- rail:
·
"Miss Harvey says you may come up to
plied, "but you must go with me."
her room, sir,'' he said, in tones which indi"I suppose the game is up, isn't it?"
cated an affection for the girl, and none for
"Very much up, young lady."
the detective.
"Am I under arrest?"
"Tell her to com e down h ere ," Keene
"Nothing less."
sharply answered, rising to his feet.
~liss Harvey began to cry.
"She cannot close her portmanteau."
~'Come, come," said K eene; "I have no
"Why don't you close it for her?"
tim e to waste. You may do your crying on
"I am not working this week-at least
the way, but you must go along with me."
"I-I suppose I may dress my-myself' not for you and against her."
And with that the young man tum ed. and,
first, mayn't I?" she sobbed, as if scarce able
opening a doorway, disappeared within.
to enunciate the very natural request.
Keene,
If he supposed for one instant that his ne--v
said
"Yes, you may dress yourself,"
had deceived Detective Keene, he
makeup
curtly.
mistaken. Sheridan Keene
"Go
woefully
was
sharply.
"Here, woman!" he added ,
this dandified young man at
recognized
had
remain
and
up to that girl's room with her.
than Nell Harvey.
other
none
sight
as
lose
once
Don't
dressing.
there while she is
also told Keene that
glance
brief
any
that
But
attempts
she
if
and
of her for a moment,
in reality and n:ot
man
a
was
man
"
young
once.·
the
at
me
to
call
dodge,
atnow
I
disguise.
can
in
woman
a
cl-cl-dodge
"What-what
With every detective instinct in him
tempt," sobbed Miss Harvey, in copious
he dashed up the stairs. The enaroused,
tears behind her handkerchief.
• Harvey's room was at the
Nell
to
Keene,
trance
exclaimed
enough!''
like
"Suicide,
bluntly. "Get up there. both of you, and other encl of th e kall, and as he reached it he
don't keep me waiting longer than neces- strode into the room.
At that instant the door was shut behinCf
sary."
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him violently. The young man had concealed himself in a closet directly opposite,
and, rushing out as Keene entered the room,
he dashed by, giving the door a swing as he
pas:..: it. and flew down stairs at the top of·
his ~peed.
Quick as a flash, he tore open the front
door. Keene was at the head of the stairs
now . The detective sprang down in two
boun d , but the door was shut in his face.
Ti:e young man leaped over the .gate at a
single bound, sprang into the deserted vehicle, and was away before Keene could
reach him. He had not a second to spare, as
Keene was within twenty feet of him when
the horse dashed out of reach.
There was no use shooting at him, as the
back of the buggy hid him from view.
The young man in the checked suit looked
back and saw him. Then he leaned out from
the swaying buggv. cheerfully waving his
hand to the enraged detective, and shouted
loudly:
"Ta, ta, my dear Mr. Keene! You must
rise earlier in the morning if you really mean
to turn down Johnny Guile !"
Then the departing team was lost in a
cloud of dust a hundred yards down the road.
Keene turned briefly back into the house,
and returned to the chamber he had entered
a few moments before.
Scattered abouf upon the bed and chairs
in disordered array, lay all of Nellie Har~
vey's discarded garments, and upon the chiffooiere her splendid auburn wig.
Upon the floor behind the bed was
stretched the helpless figure of affrighted
Mrs. Cabot, tied hand and foot, and with the
casing from one of the pillows bound securely over her mouth.
CHAPTE R VI.
KEENE

1

SCORES

A

POINT.

Despite his haste and discomfiture, Sheri'dan Keene would not depart in pursuit of
Johnny Guile until he had released Mrs. Cabot. This required only a few moments, and
her story was quickly told.
The moment she had entered the chamber with the notorious young swindler, he
had unceremon iously thrust a reY01Yer under
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her nose, and threatened her life then and
there unless she remained perfectly quiet
and obeyed him. As a matter of fact she had
been too terrified to do otherwise, and had
quietly submitted to being bound and
gagged, in which condition the detective had
discovered her.
"Have you at any time suspected your
boarder to be a man, Mrs. Cabot?" Keene
sternly demanded , when she had finished.
The poor woman protested her entire ignorance of anything pertaining to Johnny
Guile, and as there then was nothing to be
gained by remaining , Keene called his companion from the back yard and they departed
together.
"We shall find your team somewher e below here," he assured the you.ng man, who
appeared rather disturbed over the theft and
the unexpecte d turn of affairs.
"I hope so, sir, I am sure," he said, halfdoubtfully .
"There is no doubt about it," Keene replied. "The shrewd scamp will not chance
driving very far, lest an alarm is telephoned
in all directions. It is easier to catch a man
with a team in these days than a man without one. I feel less riled over my infernal
blunder, since I have discovered the criminal
to be Johnny Guile. He is known all over
the country for his exceeding cleverness , and
if I for a moment had dreamed that he was
the chap in that auburn wig, he'd have had
brace]ets on long ago."
"Do you think you now will be able to
run him down?"
"I don't think at all about it; I know!"
was the reply, with grim austerity. "I will
run him down for this little caper, my man,
or I'll throw up m'y commissio n at the end
of the year."
"Have you any idea in what direction he
will head?"
"Not the slightest,·· growled Keene, "but
I harwe an idea where I can lay my hands on
one of his confederat es, and I'll make it a
point to have him in bracelets before the sun
sets."
"If you can do that, and force him to turn
State"s evidence, sir, it might be turned to
account."
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"\Ve shall see,'' Keene simply rejoined,
yet in a way that spoke louder than words. ·
He proved to be right about the stolen
team. At the enJ of a half-hour they located
it in one of the side streets, left deserted at
the curb,ing.
Inquiries in the immediate neighborhoo d
,resulted in nothing oi importance, however;
for no person could be found who had seen
Johnny Guile leave the team, nor who was
able to state in what direction he had gone.
Sheridan Keene delayed in M-- only
long enough to remunerate the young man
for the use of his time and team, and then
hastened to the railway station and boarded
the first train into Boston.
Without waiting even to visit the headquarters in Pemberton Square, he consulted
a train schedule in the L'nion station, and
having snatched a hasty lunch he took the
, one o'clock train to Salem.
It was in this city that he had heard
Johnny Guile instruct his confederate to
await a letter, and the mission of the detective may be easily conjectured.
It was about two o'clock when he entered
the Salem post-office, and he made his entrance by a side door which led to the interior of the department.
"I wish to see the postmaster at once," he
explained to one of the clerks, who showed
an inclination to stop him.
The detective's auth:oritative manner was
not without effect, however, and the clerk
led him to the door of a small room off the
mailing department.
"Th€re is a gentleman here to see you, sir,"
he said to the postmaster.
The latter, who was seated at a desk,
looked up inquiringly at the detective.
Keene immediately displayed his badge
and stated his mission, when he was at once
more cordia1Jy received.
"I had a warning card only this morning,
relative to the books stolen from the M-office," the postmaster now said, genially.
"It is a very serious theft. In what way
can I be of service to you ?"
"The real thief was one Johnny Guile,"
replied Keene, who had not imparted his
recent humiliating experience. "I am unable to locate him just at present, but I am

very sure that one of his confederates is
here in Salem, and that he will call at this
office for a letter, if he has not already done
so and received it."
"What is the man's name, Detective
Keene? We easily can see if there is a letter here addressed to him."
"I am working under many difficulties,
sir," replied Keene, with a significant shrug
of his broad shoulders. "I do not know the
man's nan1e."
"That is unfortunate ."
"Yes, decidedly so."
"Can you describe him?"
"Yes, quite accurately."
"Well, that may help."
"He is a young man, I should say about
thirty-five years old, of medium height--"
"Wait one moment, inspector!" interposed
the postmaster, abruptly rising. "Let's go
out and see the general delivery clerk. Yon
can describe the man to him, also; and if
the party you suspect has already been here,
my clerk may recall him from your description. and will, perhaps, remember the feJ...
1ow's name."
"A good idea!" exclaimed Keene.
A,nd they crossed the mailing department
together, and joined the young man clerk
at the general delivery window.
In a few words the postmaster .introduced
the detective, and explained the latter's business there.
"Now tax your memory, Harry," he added,
to the clerk; "and see if you can recall any
applicant for a letter to-day who would answer the description which Detective Keene
will give you."
"I'll do my best, sir," replied the clerk.
He stepped a little aside from the window,
which was closed in on both sides by the
general delivery boxes, which hid the three
men from view of any person in the public
office outside.
"Angels can only do their best," smiled
Keene, in response to the clerk's words.
"What style of man have you in mind,
sir?"
"A very ordinary type," laughed Keene.
"He is about thirty-five years old, of medium
heighrt:, but quite solidly set up. His features
are distinctly Irish, with a stubby nose, gray
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'eyes, and a large mouth. When I last saw
him, which was in the early part of last evening, he wore a brown plaid coat and vest, a
pair of striped trousers, a brown derby hat
and a--"
"Good God" suddenly exclaimed the postmaster, scarce above his breath. "Isn't this
the very man, Detective Keene."
He had caught sight of Malloy, indeed,
who at that moment was entering the public
office to ask for the letter he was expecting.
to receive from Johnny Guile.
He came so quickly to the window that
Keene had no opportunity for concealing
himself, and as the detective swung round to
look at the man, whom he quickly recognized, Malloy's eyes fell also upon Sheridan
Keene.
Instantly the scamp recognized in him the
man he had observed following Johnny Guile
in M-- the previous afternoon, when the
latter warned him to get out of sight. His
features changed like a flash, and at once be" trayed his impulse to turn about and run.
He drew back a step or two, hesitating
for the fraction of a second-and' then Sheri' dan Keene, with a single bound, had reached
the counter.
Snatching out his revolver he leaned
through the delivery window, thrusting his
weapon almost into Malloy's startled face,
and cried with terrible sterness:
"Stand where you are, sir! If you move a:
hair, I'll drop you dead!"
Some of his earlier disappointment sounded in the detectives threatening voice, yet
Mallov had the nerve to grasp a rather desperat~ opportunity which the situation afforded.
A young, well-dressed lady was just closing one of the lock boxes less than two feet
from where the criminal was standing.
These two persons were the only ones in
the outer office.
\i\Tith a movement as quick as that of a cat,
Malloy sprang behind the lady and seized
her roughly by . both arms. Using her as a
shield for himself, while piercing cries of
fright rose from the startled woman's lips,
the ruffian forced her violently toward the
street door.
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· "Stop!" shouted Keene, from the window.
"Stop!, or I'll fire!"
"Go ahead and fire," yelled Malloy, crouching behind the helpless woman and dragging
her after him.
In another moment . he had gained th e
threshold of the street door, while Keene was
absolutely prevented from taking the desperate chance of a shot at him. Then giving
the half-fainting woman a shove in the direction of the detective, the daring scmindrcl
sprang through the office door and dashed
up the street.
But the postmaster and his clerk, who be- .
fore this had taken in the requirements of th e
startling situation, were close upon Malloy's
heels.
Sheridan Keene dashed tlm.m gh the mailing department and out by the street door.
It seemed to him, as he ran, that this day was
for him a red-letter day of mishaps and disappointments.
When he reached the front street, however,
his feelings underwent an agreeabl e change.
Upon the sidewalk fifty yards away, three
men were lying almost prostrate in a struggle
which gave new color to the probable culmination of the affair. Rushing to the spot,
Keene also took a hand, and in far less time
than is required to write it, Terry Malloy was
standing pale, panting and humiliated on the
sidewalk, with a pair of handcuffs securely on
his wrists.
Fortunately the episode had been of only
brief duration, and was witnessed ~mly by a
few persons; and Sheridan Keene, who subsequently found it very desirable to keep the
fact of the arrest from the knowledge of
Johnny Guile, had no difficulty in suppressing the news and preventing its publication
by the local press.
Rather the worse in appearance for his
rough handling, Terry Malloy was ignominiously conducted back to the Salem postqffice, and seated in a chair in the postmaster's private room.
"Now, my man, the sooner you ma_k e a
clean breast of it the better it will be for
you.'; Keene sternly said, when they had the
rascal well under cover, and the door closed
against chance observers. "What is your
name?"

•
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" If you don't find out till I t ell you, sure
it will be many a day," replied Malloy, with
dogged surliness.
"Just as you like about it," return ed Keene,
with a display of grim indifference. "But
ma ke sure of one faot, my man , the more
trouble you cause, the longer time you'll do
for it.''
" I can only get the limit for a crime,
whatever it is you think you·ve got me for. "
" We don't think anything about it,'' my
man , We know what we have you for."
"Then you know more'n I do."
"Is that so. Perhaps you've forgotten
meeting Johnny Guile in M-- yesterday,
and of going to his room in the evening.
You dida't hear Johnny Guile threaten to do
Sheridan Keene up for good and all, before
he slaould corner your paper gold mine, did
you? You crook-s are very bold and clever
till you find yourselves with bracelets on and
in a ieorner, and then your memory fo<sakes
you. But I'll find a way to bring it back into
your thick head, my man. Just look over
your general delivery letters oi1t there,
Harry, and see if you can find any post
marked from M--. If you find one, bring
it to me."
The voice a'nd manner now assumed by
Sl\eridan Keene were those which speedily
bring most of these baffled malefactors to
abject terms. About the best and boldest of
them will km1ckle when .a prison cell sta;res
them in the, face, and will resort even to
trea·c hery and betrayal of their confederates,
in the hope of escaping a sentence.
And Terry Malloy, who was far from 'being
the best and boldest, now underwent a
change.
"See here, inspector," he cried, starting up
in his chair. "D 'ye mean to tell me Johnny
Guile has been taken?"
"I am not telling you anything, my man.
It is you who must tell me," said Keene,
sternly. "If you are ready to open your
mouth. do so. If not, you may keep it
closed."
"You won't sav whether J ohnny Guile's
been taken?" demanded Malloy, with an
angry scowl.
,,, . .
. .,
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"Then hang me if I'll open my mouth till
you do!"
"It's yo ur privilege to keep it closed."
"'Here is a letter postmarked from M-this morning, sir," said the office clerk, now
hurri edly returning.
"Let me see it.
"It is addressed to--"
"Stop !.. in terrupted Keene, taking the letter and glancing at the superscription. "Yes,
this is the one, my boy. As a matter of fact ,
I am becoming quite familiar with the flowing chirography of clever Johnny Gui1e .
Now what do you say, my man? Will you
speak out, or not?"
"Devil a word will you get out of me!"
"All right, Mr. Terrance Malloy,'' returned
Keene, reading with grim satisfaction the address upon the letter in his hand. "We'll s ee
what J ohnr>1y Guile has written you from
M--."
And without a moment's hesitation, Keene
broke the sea1 and read the contents of the
sheet enclosed.
It read as follows:

.

"DEAR TERR\.' :
"That infernal Keene has made it too
warm to remai11 here in the post-office, ancl I
shall shake my skints to-day and join Bill.
You lay low ~n Salem until Friday, and then
come and meet us. Vv e shall try working a
few of the money orders in local places, until
we have made a sufficient raise to vamoose,
when we 1nd better start West.
"Bill will meet you at Rii.Jey's Friday noon.
I shall kee~ under cover, or work the Reuben, for Keene is making it too warm for me
to run about in the open. Don't keep Bill
waiting. Friday noon, sure!
"JOHNNY."

Keene folded the letter and thrust it into
his pocket.
Again his manner brought a fit of weakness over the man opposite.
"See here, inspector," he cried, lea'n ing forward in his chair, with the manacles jingling
between his knees; "wl1at do I get if I
S<]Ueal ?"
"I shall make no terms with you. Malloy."
replied Keene. "I already have the game well
in liand."
"Don't I get anything for splitting?" cried
Malloy, desperately.
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"Ill report the fact when you are brought
before the court," Keene answered. shortly.
"That is the best bid I'll make you."
"\Vhat d<'.l you want to know?"'
"\\'here is Riley's?" deman ded Keene,
now· satisiied that the feilow \\"as weakening.
"What Riley's?"
"vVhere you might go to meet Bill? Don't
beat the bush with me, Malloy, if you mean
business."
"It's a gin mill in Lynn," replied 1\.Ialloy,
glaring at Ketne :with grim and sullen eyes.
"What street?"
"1larket street."
"And who is Bill?"
''His .name is Bill Baker."
"Don't he live in Lynn?"
"l'\ o ~ he comes from Pittsburg.'
"Do you know where he lodges in Lynn?"
Malloy shook. his head.
"I've not been in Lynn a:t all yet,'' he replied. ''I'd not know where to look for him."
"How did you know about Riley's. if you
... have never been in Ly111n ?"
•
"I have the admess in my vest."
"Has Baker got the stolen money-order
• boo,ks ?''
"He•had them the last I knew."
''How many a.re there in your gang?"
''Only three, me and Johnny and Baker."
The fellow's responses convinced Keene
that he was telling very nearly the truth, and
he ha'd learned ail that he then required.
"That's all for the present, :\falloy," he
said, bluntly. '·~ow pull your self together,
and we will take a ride into town."
Keene delayed his departure only to arrange with the postmaster to insure the suppression of the news of Mallo.y's arrest, then
took his man into Boston.
He provc;d to be as good as. his word given
his acquaintance of the early morning. Before sunset, Johnny Guile's confederate was
lodged in the Tombs.
CHAPTER VII.
KEENE SCORES A POINT.

"Two many cooks may spoil the broth,"
said Chief Watts that evening, after Terrance Malloy had heen safely lodged in jail.
"Why so, chief?" inquired Keene, who kad

but recent!\' returned from the Tombs, and
had just made an official report of his day 's
work.
"Because {£ those two rascals are in LyDn,
and likely to remain there until Friday, of
which there seems no reasonable doub.t, it
will not do to start the whole police force of
Lynn in search of . them, like a pack' of
hounds after a pair ~f rabbits."
"The larger the pack the louder the bark,"
said Keene, seeing at once what Chief Watts
was diriving at.
"That is true," nodded the latter.
"And .Johnny Guile, from what I have seen
of him, appears. to be too. clever by far to be
easily caught napping," laughed Keene, W'ith
a rather significant grimace.
"True again. It is safe enough that he will
constantly have an eye upon the doings of
the local police, and immediate activity on
their part will at once alarm him, and possibly drive hiim to seeking cover elsewhere."
"That means, good-by, Johnny; and goodby, mon.ey orders; for a time at least."
"It mu.st he prevemted," rejoined Chief
Watts, decisively; "and both of these scamps
must be taken into camp with this op:JX>rtunity. It is too good a one to be lost."
"I think so, chief."
"But you had hetter attempt it on the
quiet," continued Chief Watts. "Instead of
getting helip from the Lynn offa:ers, some of
whom may be personally known to Guile or
his confederate, you had better take from
here what officers you'lt require."
"I shall not need more than two, I thm.k."
"Take Raymond and Merton. They both
are good men for· this kind of a job."
"Are they about here?''
.
"You can easily locate them. I think :;\lerton came in a few minutes ago ."
"Have you any instructions?"
"I think not,'' replied Chief Watts, turning
to his desk. "The case is hardly one requiring further instructions. I leave to you the
method by which these fellows best can be
secured, which naturally will depend upon
incidental circumstances. Yom. had better
take your officers >'<ith you. aind go down to
Lynn to-night."
·
"Very well, sir," bowed Keene, ri>sing to
go.

•
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It was Wednesday when Terry Malloy was
arrested and lodged in jail, and although
Keene and his two companions kept a close
watch in Lynn during all of Thursday, not
a trace of Johnny Gu_ile nor of a man answering Baker's description, could be found.
Keene had adopted a disguise to prevent
being recognized by Guile, should he be observed upon the street; but both of his assistants took it for granted that they were not
personally known.
On Friday morning Keene made a call
upon the Lynn postmaster , and learned that
no less than three of the local merchants had
the previous day been victimized by the
fraudulent money orders, and that two cases
had been reported from Maplewood and
Saugus.
These facts in dica ted beyond reasonable
doubt that the arrest of Malloy was not suspected by Johnny Guile, and that the latter
was assiduously plying his infamous vocation , probably in an effort to raise funds by
whi ch he and his confederate could escape
to another part of the country.
" Have you seen any of the parties upon
whom these money orders were imposed?"
Keene inquired of the Lynn postmaster.
'· Only Mr. May, the stove man," was the
reply. " I was not here when the others
called."
"'Did Mr. May give you any description of
the swindler?"
"He described him as being a plainlydressed man , apparently about forty years
old, and who claimed to be a farmer from
Hampton.··
Keene smiled significantly.
"That was Johnny Guile fast enough. "
" You think he is working this job in disguise?"
"There is no doubt about it. sir,'' replied
Keene. "He knows well enough that a description of him is out, and he will take no
chance of appearing on the street in his true
character. It is very evident that he is short
of ready money, and has been working this
venture solely for the pnrpose of getting
funds with which to depart."
" It would appear so, certainly."
"I think we shall have him in custody before night, however," rejoin ed Keene, as he

turned to go. "If any stranger presents one '
of the orders at your window, have him arrested at once upon suspicion, and hold him
until he can be fully identified."
"I'll do that, surely."
"There is a bare chance," added Keen e,
"that they will attempt to work even the postoffice."
''I'll be ready for them if they do."
It then was about ten o'clock in the
morning, and noon was the hour appointed
by Johnny Guile to meet Malloy and Bill
Baker.
Leaving the post-office, Keene immediately
returned to his hotel and rejoined his two
companions.
"The scamps have been at work under our
very eyes!" he exclaimed, on entering their
room.
"You don't mean it."
"Nothing else. Half a dozen orders al ready have been turned into cash, and we
must work sharp to make an arre~t before
the scoundrels can leave. If we fail at Riley's ,
we are done up for . a time, surely."
•
"What plan have you in mind?"
"One which I think may be successfull{
worked," Keene rejoined. "I shalt attempt
to make Baker my dupe, and through him locate Johnny Guile."
"In what way?"
"By getting Baker to take me to their
lodgings. I shall probably require help to
land both of them,, and shall expect both of
you to be near enough to aid me, if it comes .
to a tough scrap."
"We'll be on hand, Keene; you may rest
ecrsy on that score."
'
"Keep in the background, however, until
you get some sign from me," cautioned the
detective. " If you see me leave Riley's in
company \'.lith a man, follow us and be guided
by circumstances . You'll know that I, at
least, have made a favorable impression upon
him, and probably am starting for a meeting
with Johnny Guile."
\i\Thile further describing his plan of operation. Sheridan Keene made a careful change ,
in his personal appearance.
At the end of a half-hour he had made himself up as a common. tough-looking type of
y~ung man, c~d in cheap, threadbare clothes,
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and with a countenance presenting all the
, stgns of recent dissipation.
These J1reparations havi~g been made, he
slipped a revolver into each of his hip pockkets, and was ready for th e work.
At about half-past eleven he entered Riley's
saloon on Market street, and approac\J.ed the
bar, purchasing a glass of beer, which he
took to one of the side tables, together with
a sandwich. The latter he ate, but the beer
Le disposed of in a cuspidor, wishing to have
a perfectly clear head for the work he in~ tinctively felt was before him.
The saloon was a commodious one and
well patronized, and the fact that he remained
hanging about the place occasioned no
notice.
The clock on ihe wall indicated tl.e hour
of twelve before any man answering Baker's
description, as it had been recently given by
::\Ialloy, put in an appearance.
At precisely twelve, however, a solidlybuilt man of nearly fifty, with dark eyes and a
heavy black mustache, entered the saloon.
He was ordinarily dressed and appeared like
a business man.
The moment Keene saw him, he recog>nized him as the party treacherously described by Malloy.
" Now , then , the work begins," he sa'id to
himself.
He glanced toward the open door leading
to the street.
Inspector Merton was standing on the
cu rb of the sidewalk, with his back toward.
the saloon door, and his hands thrust into
his pockets.

CHAPTER VIII.
.#

A

WARM

CHASE.

There was nothing in the conduct of Baker,
when he entered Riley's saloon that would
have rendered him liable to suspicion.
He merely flashed a casual glance over the
several men gathered at the bar, and, with
scarce any notice whatever of Sheridan
Keene, he at once took a chair at one of the
' side tables and ordered a drink.
Keen~ waited fully five minutes before
, Baker began to .show signs of impatience at
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not seeing the man he expected. Then the
detective left his chair, and, securing another
sandwich from the bar. turned to take a seat
at the table back of Baker, and in the chair
nearest him.
Baker did not give him. the slightest notice.
however , until Keene, turning slightly in his
chair,_abruptly addressed him.
" Easy, pal!" he said, softly, half over his
shoulder. "Don't give yourself away! I have
a word for your ear!"
Though startled by the occurrence, its significance was instantly appreciated; and
scarce a muscle of Baker's dark countenance
changed . He turned a.little in his chair, however, and glanced at the grim face of the
party who had addressed him; then demanded, doubtfully, under his huge mustache:
"Are you talking to me ?"
"That's what, sir."
"I guess you've made a mistake, young
fellow," said Baker, not fancying the appearance of the stranger.
" It's not mine, then; but an other man's. "
"What do you mean by that?"
"I was run in for being drunk last night
down in Salem," Keene softly rejoined ; "and
the fellow in th e next cell to mine put me up
to this."
" In the next cell to yours."
"That's why I came up here this morning,"
nodded Keene, with an air of grim earnestness. "He said his name was Malloy, and
he asked me what I was in for. When I told
him it was only a case of drunk, he slipped
me the stuff for to pay my fine with, in ,case
I'd do him a turn for the service."
"What kind of a yarn are you springing
on me?" demanded Baker, now turning
about in his chair and facing the detective .
"Do I look like a man who would have any
interest in such a story?"
Keene artfully hesitated for a moment, as
if this repulse had led him to fear that he
might have mistaken his man.
"Mebbe I'm wrong," he growled, shortly.
"But I'd swear you was the party he wanted
me to look for."
"What did he tell you?" inquired Baker,
whose secret interest was fully as great as
can be imagined. .
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'"He told me he"d been arrested. th011gh
he didn't saJ for "·hat," rep~ied t\:eene, looking dot1btfoll.\· up at his hearer from nnder
his knitted brows. "B-nt he said he was going
to meet a man here to-day, and he wanted me
to come np here and let him know what 11ad
happened to him.''
"Did he say when he was arrested?"
''Yes.'·
'When?"'
"He was pulled in the Salem post-office
Tuesday afternoon.'"
"'At what time?"
" Somewhere arot:ind three o·c1otk, be
said," rep1ied Keene. "He told me he went
there to get a letter, and that some Boston
detective nailed him at the window where
they give them out. He didn "t tell me whiat
he was pulled in for."
"What else did he tell you t'
"Nothing else at all,:.- growled Keene. '"He
waµted me to be here just at noon to--day,
and if a man, such as he described, came in
here, I was to tell him just what I've to1d
you. That was all he wanted, he said."
" Did he tell you the name of the man he
wanted you to meet?'.
Keene grimly shook his head.
·'No. he didn 't give me any names."
"vVhat is your name?" demanded Baker.
"Joe Black."
''Do you live in Lynn?"
'"No, I live in Salem. I work m the dye
h ouse, when I work at c.11."
"Will you have a drink?"
" I don't mind."
Mr. Baker gave the order to one of the
waiters. and now the detective was obliged
to swallow the beverage provided him.
It was very evident, now. that Baker was
in more or less of a quandry. The artful story
he had heard was too plausibie to be seriously doub~ed, yet the situation was so hazardous that he wished his cleverer confederate,
Johnny Guile, \\"as there to hear it a1so.
For fully five minutes Baker weighed the
matter in his mind. and then turned again
to the disguised officer.
"Could you keep yonr mouth closed, if
there was anything in doing so?" he demanded, significantly.
Keene allowed his grim countenance to

light ~p wfrh an expression of a\<aridons anticipation. and the change ~vas very favorably"
·
observed by his questioner.
""'Ay, I can keep it closed," he quickly rejoined.
"Perhaps you might not be so w1111ng. if
you thcll1ght there \\r'ciS any daffger in tloing
it."
''I'd not think much about any danger,
pal, if there was anything in it for me," returned Keene, in a way that left no doubt
of his meaning.
"Where are you going for the next hour? ..
"No p1ace at a11."
"l'd like to have you tell this yarn to a
friend of mine," said Baker, steadily regarding him.
"I can• wait here till you bring him," Keene
craftly replied.
"He cannot come here very well," Baker
rejoined. "He is a little under the weather,
arul confined to hris room.''
"How far off is it?"
"Five minutes walk or so."
Keene went down into his pocket and
fished out a soiled time-table of the railway,
and gave it a brief examination.
"I'd like to get the train back to· Salem at
two," he growled, do11btfully. "I suppose I
could wait over, though, if there was anything in it. H there's not, I reckon l've done
the square by the fellow I saw in jail; and
that's all I'm here for."
This last settled the doubts in the mind of
Mr_ Baker. and he qoM' said,, in a more
friendly way:
"It will not take long to go up to my
friend's room, and we will make it worth
your while. What do y-011 say? Will you
go?"
"If it ain't any further than you say, I
W111.'"
"'We can reach there in five minutes," said
Baker, rising. "[t's barely possible we may
wish to send some word to saqem by you,
and if we do you shaH lose nothing by serving us. Come out this way."
Keene awkwardly arose and swaggered
out from between the tables. whi1e Baker
paused at tne bar to pay his biU and purchase
two cigars.
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''"Will you smoke?" he asked, rejoining his
' new acquaintance.
Keene merely nodded, and standing unsteadily in the floor he delayed long enough
to light the cigar.
At the same time he made sure that Inspector Merton still was on the curbing outside.
"Come this way t" growled Eaker, when
they reached the sidewalk.
As docile as a lamb being led to the
slaughter, Keene turned in the direction indicated, and walked away at the swindler's
side.
Merton fell in behind them in an indifferent way, and fol10wed.
Raymond ba:d issued from a doorway and
was a dozen feet in. advance of them.
That Baker now was doing the very thing
for which Keene had planned, and was taking him to the lodgings occupied by Johnny
Guile, the detective had not a doubt.
Before they had gone two blocks, however,
Keene's alert eyes had lighted up.on a person standing partly around the corner of a
building nearly opposite, and gazing with a
pronounced interest in their direction.
This person was none other than Johnny
Guile, made up as a countryman, and who
evidently was either out upon business, or
else had been so anxious concerning the arranged meeting that he bad ventured into the
neighborhood to witness it for himself.
He had not yet been observed by Baker;
but the moment Keene's eyes fell up.on him,
the detective decided what to do.
The difficulty Qf arresting both men in a
house, providing he now could get them
there, was a probl~m not easily solved; and
Keene immediately adopted what then
seemed the safer and surer metho<l.
"Wait a bit till I tie my shoe!"' he suddenly exclaimed, stooping to the sidewalk and
bringing Baker to a halt.
The action also compelled Inspector Merton, who was a dozen yards behind, to apJi>Foach them as any ordinary and disinterested pedestrian would have done.
The moment he was sufficiently near, however, Keene arose qmckly to his feet. Wheeling sharply about, he dealt Baker a blow
that sent him reeling squarely into the arms
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of the approaching detective, at the same
time crying forcibly:
"Secure that man, Merton! I see the other!
Come back here, Raymond, and lend Mcerton
'
a hand!"
Seei..ng that Raymond had heard him,
Keene waited no longer. Leaving the three
men in a furious struggle upon the sidewalk,
for Baker did not easily succumb, Keeme
started straight for the countryman on the
corner fifty yards away.
Johnny Guile _had witnessed the incident,
and the moment Keene began to approach
him the swindler guessed the truth.
"By Heaven, it's Sheridan Keene!" he
gasped.
Then he dropped the carpetbag he was
carrying, and ran at the top of his speed
down the side street.
The detective still was fifty yards behi11d
him, and the pursuit promised to be a war_m
one. Yet neither of them dreamed t.o what
an end it would come.
Johnny Guile headed in the direction of his
lodgings. The stolen money-orde11 books
were then in his room. He figured that, if
he could reach the house well in advance of
the detective, he could secure the books aoo<l
effect his escape by the rear door, in this way
throwing Keene off his track.
It was n?p and tuck between thelil') for a
hundred yards, and then Johnny GID!e turned
the corner of the street in which be and
Baker had been lodging.
The house was one of a long, i.nferfor brick
block.
Making strenuous efforts to. arrive at the
house and get under cover before Keene
could reach the corner and observe into
which door he had entered, Johnny Guile ran
as men run only when life or liberty is in the
balance.
He reached the door, darted up the stone
steps, and let himself into the house with a
latch key, locking the door after him.
Then he dashed up-stairs to his room,
tossed the money-order books into a small
satchel, tore off his facial disgttise, and
started down the stairs.
-As -he reached the entry on the street floor,
the window of the front door was beaten in
with a crash, and the arm and hand of Sheri-
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dan Keene were thrust through in an effort
to unlock the door.
While doing thi s the detective caught sight
of Johqny Guile in the entry.
The latter did not wait, however. He went
down the'back stairs at breakneck speed, and
out by the rear door.
As he went out by the back, Keene entered
by the front , and started through the hall.
There a woman, who had been brought
into the entry by the crash of the breaking
glass, interfered. With more courage than
discretion, she fell upon Keene before he
could pass her, screaming at the top of her
lungs, and assailing him tooth and nail:
With his blood now at fever heat, Keene
did not del:ay to explain the situation and
offer excuses. He raised the woman bodily,
breaking her excited hold upon his garments,
and threw her roughly to the floor.
"I'll explain later!" he cried, angrily, as -he
rushed down the rear stairs by which he had
seen Johnny Guile depart.
As he neared the basement door, the furious barking of a dog in the back yard momentarily startled him. He did not pause for
a moment, _but he felt instinctively for his revolver.
There was no occasion to use the weapon,
however. The dog was tied to a post in one
corner of the yard, and well away from the
back gate.
It struck Keene as being a good omen.
As he entered the long alley back of the
row of houses, Johnny Guile was just leaving
it by the farther end.
Determined to overtake and arrest him, if
the power to do so was in him, Keene increased his speed. Dashing through the alley
and over the ash barrels which th e swindler
had thrown down as he ran , the detective
again reached th e street on which the block
of houses fronted.
Johnny Guile was turning a corner forty
yards away, and running in the direction of
the railway station.
Keene now observed that he carried a
satchel, and he felt sure that the stolen
money-or-der books were in it. Though
panting hard for breath, and with ·his heart
thumping like a trip-hammer, Keene still
maintain ed the pursuit.

Twice he lost sight of Johnny Guile, and
once he feared that the scoundrel again had
fooled him; but a moment later the scamp
showed up between two houses on the opposite side of the street, making through the
yards to the adjoining avenue.
Keene crossed the lots also, and reached
the avenue fifty yards behind him.
"By Heaven, I've not gained an inch on
him!" he involuntarily muttered. "He certainly is giving me the toughest battle I ever
experienced."
Five minutes later Johnny Guile had
reached Market street, and was within a
hundred yards of the central railway station . .
The first thing that caught his eye as he
approached was a train headed for Boston.
It was the Portland express, making its
last stop on the run in.
It offered Johnny Guile a splendid excuse for rushing through the middle of the
street at the top of his speed. Everybody
who saw him, and nearly everybody did,
supposed he was running to catch the train.
And so he was.
While he still was thirty yards away, the
train started. It filled the scoundrel with
delight. He was nearly winded, and it would '
have been but a question of minutes before
Sheridan Keene would have had him run
down.
Here, however, was an unexpected l}leans
of escape.
By a last strenuous effort, and amid the
cheers of a crowd of observers, Johnny Guile
<luck~d under a descending gate, reached
the moving train, caught the rear step of
the smoking-car, and clambered aboard. As
he did so, the gate stru_ck the ground, ·completely blocking the way.
Keene was then fifty yards_away, and very
few people on the sidewalks had observed
him , their interest having been taken up by
the other.
He came down the street as a racer approaching the wire.
The last car of the train, constantly moving faster, had already left the _station.
The gateman at the crossing saw Keene
coming, and, suspecting his design, rushed
out from hi;; box into the street and attempted to stop him.
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Keene could not have spoken a loud word
for life itself, for his breath was next to gone.
But the muscular energy of the man was almost exhaustless.
He knew that many of the gakrnen's huts
were built right in ' the fence. so that the
gatemen could reach the railroad yards
without going through the gateway.
Quick as a Aash he detected this. even
while he was racing for the gate. J3ut Johnny
Guile, seeing the gate touch the ground,
turned into the smoking-car with a grim
smile of satisfaction.
Keene was upon the gaternan 11011-. He
swept him .out of his path with a single
blow, clucked into his hut,_slipped through
to the other side, and, at the risk of his
neck, caught the rear platform of the last
car.
He and Johnny Guile were both upon the
train-but Johnny Guile was at a disadvantage.
He did not imagine, even, that Keene was
there.
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The detective asked him no more, but
settled back in his seat.
He waited until thoroughly rested from
his recrnt strain. then arose and started
through the train.
There was an expression of grim determination on his dark features. It was ,,·ith
a feeling of genuine satisfaction that he went
forward to make the arrest of notorious
Johnny Guile. The chase the fellow had led
him. the humiliations to which he had subjected him, the cleverness with which he bad
repeatedly fooled him-all combined to
make the arrest an unusually agreeable one.
The train, speeding over the rails at nearly fifty miles an hour, had left Revere and
was s"·eeping over a long stretch of surrounding marshes.
Keene moved leisurely through the cars,
three of which \\'ere the ordinary day
coaches, and approached the smoking-car.
As he left the rear pl(!tform and opened
the car door, he sent a swift glance over the
numerotis passengers, in the hope of locating his man. He was unable to see him,
however, and started through the aisle in
CHAPTER IX.
search
of him. He had taken only a few
THE DESPERATION OF JOHNNY GUILE.
Steps, wruen, \Yithout a \\'Ord, but with a look
Sheridan Kneene made his way into the
on his face that would beggar description,
rear car, and dropped into the nearest seat
Johnny Guile sprang out into the aisle · at
to regain his breath and steady his nerves.
·
the other encl of the car.
It was nearly a twenty-minute run to BosHe had been facing the rear of the train,
ton, and he knew that Johnny Guile could
and
no"~ saw the detective approaching.
not leave the train until it arrived in the city.
He
ga.n one glance toward the door, as if
At the end of five minutes the conductor
his
impulse
was to attempt to escape by
came through, and Keene paid his fare .
leaping
from
the train: but that one glance
"Did you happen to see the young man
at
the
rushing
roadbed outside told him
who caught the train just as it was leavthat
death
alone
would
be the reward of such
ing?" he asked, as he received his change.
daring.
"Yes, I did," nodded the conductor,
Then he swung round ancl faced Keene
la'ughing.
again,
who now was rapidly approaclling.
"A close ca11, wasn't it?"
All
that
was desperate in the criminal. and
"Very. The fellow . evidently was nearly
all
that
vengeful
in his nature leaped into
winded. but he made a creditable finish."
play
in
the
face
of
the hopeless situation,
"He is still on the train. of course?"
and
he
recalled
the
threat.he
had made in
"Yes: he cannot leave it until we reach
his taunting letter to Sheridan Keene.
Boston."
Without a \Nord. but \Yitb countenance
''Do you know which car he is ip ?''
ghastly
white and threatening, he snatched
"He is in the smoker, I think,'' replied the
conductor, looking at Keene, as if he won- his revolver out of his pocket.
dered at such a fusillade of questions from
"Put up that gun!" commanded Keene,
such a fellow as he appeared to be.
without halting.
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For a reply, Johnny Guile fired point
blank at the detective's head.
Keene anticipated the movement and
sprang aside. The bullet was buried in the
woodwork in the farther end of the car.
The report of the weapon rang intensely
upon the closed atmosphere and turned the
place into an uproar. Men. sprang up on all
sides, then, realizing the fearful situation, for
Sheridan Keene now had drawn his own
weapon. They ducked in all directions and
scrambled wildly for shelter beneath the
seats.
"Drop that gun, Johnny, or I'll shoot!"
again thundered Keene, watching his every
movement, yet feeling averse to firing upon
him i it co't1ld be avoided.
''I'll not drop it until I have dropped
YOU !"
He fired again while he spoke, and the
bullet grazed Keene's shoulder.
Then the report of the detective's weapon
rang through the car.
The ball smashed the window back of
Johnny Guile, and the swindler immediately
returned the shot.
It went wide of the mark and shattered
one of the lamps above the detective's head.
Amid the crash of falling glass, the cries of
excited men, and the yells of those affrighted, Keene gave utterance to an angry oath
and dashed up the aisle, determined to end
the engagement at the cost of his Efe.
Through the smoke now filling the car,
Johnny Guile saw him coming, and, turning
sharply about, he opened the door and
Before
sprang out upon the platform.
had
swindler
the
him,
reach
Keene could
taken
and
baggage-car
darted into the
refuge at the farther end, b~hind a trunk.
As Keene entered the car after him, a bullet whistled by his head and was buried in
the wall of the car behind. Dropping to his
knee, Keene fired at the swindler's leg, the
only part of him then visible from behind
his refuge.
A cry of mingled rage and pain followed
the shot, and Johnny Guile, with the bones
of his left foot shattered by the ball, rose
above the trunk, by which he was yet able to
,
steady h_imself, and returned the shot.
and
arm
left
Keene's
entered
bullet
The

loosed that tiger part of him which would
stop at nothing. Drawing his other re~ol~ ~
ver, he fired shot after shot at hi!i opponent,
at the same time rushing through the car in ~
his direction.
Only one shot answered this fusillade, for
Johnny Gc1ile had emptied his only weapon ;
and as Keene sprang nearer, the desperate
scoundrel, more ~icious and vengeful than
any Sheridan Keene had yet encountered ,
hurled the empty weapon straight at the detective's head.
Keene dodged in time to escape it, however, and in another moment he had Johnny
Guile prostrate upon the floor, pinned down
by the throat. _
It had been 'a bitter and exciting conflict,
brief though it was ; but that ended it.
Thrusting his weapon back into his poclcet,
Keene quickly fastened a pair of handcuffs
about the wrists of the prostrate man.
"Well, Mr. Johnny, what do you say
now?" he cried, as he rose to his feet. "Am
I as soft as you imagined?"
Though groaning from the painful wound ,
in his foot, and with the blood flowing from
a graze along one side of his brow, Johnny
Guile raised himself to his elbow, and answered, with a bitterness pen could not depict:
"If you had been half as soft as I believed, you'd not be alive now to taunt me
with that question!"
"I guess that is too true for a joke," re-·
joined Keene, grimly. "Is there a doctor or
surgeon here?"
The latter was addressed to a crowd of
men, which already was filling the car, now
that the danger was over.
"I am a surgeon," cried one, coming
quickly forward. "Are you wounded?"
"Yes," deplied Keene, holding up his
hand, from which the blood was dripping.
''I'll fix you, sir!"
"Oh, never mind me!" returned the detective. ''It's only a flesh wound, and I can
wait. Look after that fellow first of all, doctor. And be sure you put him in good
enough shape to stand a trial and serve a
sentence. T don't want him to escape that,
even by death."
"What, sir, are you an officer?"
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"I am one of the Boston inspectors!" replied Sheridan Keene.
"Well, sir, there's none braver!" cried the
surgeon, with a quick display of honest admiration and approval.
Then he hastened to the side of the moaning man on the floor, and fell to making an
examination of his wounds.
They did not prove fatal. Fellows like
Johnny Guile do not. go under very easily,
and two weeks after tbe episode upon the
train the swindler came out of the hospital
and was brought into court for trial.
He was not alone by any means. Both
Malloy and Bill Baker were in the dock with
him, and the evidence was so conclusive
against one and all, that one and .all pleaded
guilty to the charges against them, in the
hope of receiving a less severe sentence.
Malloy and Baker were let down with
three years each.
But Johnny Guile, whose past record had
been of the worst, and who was regarded as
a far too clever and dangerous man to be at
large, was convicted under the habitual
criminal act, and bids fair to end bis days ·
behind prison bars.
In the satchel left m the train by the
swindler were found the money-order books
stolen from the M-- post-office, to which
they ultimately were returned.
And that, with the closing of the prison
door upon his peculiar capability for swindling honest people, forever put an end to the
hope of Johnny Guile in the paper gold
mine, despite his threats, Sheridan Keene
had cornered.
With the bril1iant achievement, one of the
most important ever made by the Boston
police, we wiU take leave for the present of
Sheridan Keene. With all his dangerous
experiences, he is still as enthusiastic as ever
over his chosen work, and continues to be
the right-hand man of Chief Inspector
Watts. both of whom will, no doubt, be
heard from m future numbers of SHIELD
WEEKLY.
THE END.
Next week's SHIELD WEEKLY (No. 17)
will continue this series of true detective stories, in which the celebrated detective, Chief O'Mara, of Pittsburg, will
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play a promin ent part. This clever secret
service official will be assisted by a bright
youth, Steve Manley , who, until lately, was
only a clerk in a Pittsburg business house.
Read of the \vay he got on the detective
force, and the fin e work he did on his first
case-all contain ed in nex t week's SHIELD
VvEEKLY, the story being entitled, " F oun d
Guilt:· : or, Steve Manley Against Court a nd
Jury ."

••••

LATE~T

.l!SSUF.S.

1&--A Paper Gold Min e; or. She ridan K eene After
M o n ey Order Boo k 2409.
15-B ehind the A sylum Bars; or , Turned D own as
a H op e less Case.
14-The Myste ri ou s S ignal; or, Sheridan Keene on
th e v;rate r F r ont.
13-In Bad H a nds; or, Sh eridan Keene' s Help to
Som e Country Vis itors.
12-Arrest ed at the Tom b; or , Sheri dan Keene on a
Curiou s Ca s e.
11-Under t h e Knife ; o r, The Cloak of Gui lt.
10-A Froze n Clue; or , The Cold Storage Myste ry.
9-A Double Play ; or. Two Myster!es in One Net.
8-A Lion Among Wolves ; or, She ridan Keene's
I dentity.
7-Under Seal; or, The Hand of the Guilty.
&--Vl' ho W a s the Model? or, Missing : A Beautiful
Heiress.
5-Th e Man and the Hour; or, Sheridan Keene's
Clever Artifi ce.
4-Corne r ed by Inches ; or, A CuTious R obbery in
Hlg h Life.
3-Inspec tor W a tts ' Grea t Ca pture ;. or . Th e Case of
Alvord, th e Embezzle r.
2-S!lhou e tte or Sha dow ? or. A Ques tion of Evidence.
1-Sh~~~~:1B~i8iWan~et e ctive; or, The Ch ief Ins p ec-

Back uumbers always on hand If you ca nnot get our
11ublications from your newsdealer, five cents a copy will
bring them to you, by mail, postpaid.

l

Are Yau Deaf??
All """"" ot DEAFNESS or HARD·HEARINC
are now CURABLE b7oor new invention;onJythose born
deaf are incurable. HRAD NOISES CKASR UIIKDUTJH.l[.
Describe your case. Examination and advicttt :free.
You ca.n cure 7ou~lf at home at a nominal coat.

International Aural Clinic, ~J."~"~ffiloo.

When writing to a~vertisers please mP.ntlon ·'Shield Weekly."

Nl6HT SCENES OF CITY LIFE.
(Something Good. )
Sent in plain wrapper, p ostpaid. on receipt ol.
25c. (in postag-c or coin.)

THt: R.OY AL PUBLISHB~S,
Dept.

n. Q.,

90 La.sa,Ue Street,

CHICAOO, ILL
Wilen writing to advertisers please mention "Shield Weekly."

SHIELD WEEKLY.

32

Cures
Baldness
•

Prevent.a Hair Falling Out, Removu
Dandruil; Stops Itching aud Re·
ltores Luxuriant Growth to
Shining Scalps, Eyebrows
and Eyelashes.

I TRIAL PACKAGE FREE.

GEO. N. THATCHER.

HLLll:. RlV A.

HO Avenue dea Champa £171tet,Paria.

l'amous French Contralto.

Co<rinpon, K1•••

Prominent Ry.

0111.o~

The above cuts plainly show for themselves
what the remedy will do.
The remedy has cured thousands and no one
need fear that it is harmful. We do not ask
you to take our word for it or anyone else's.
Send for the free trial and learn for yourself
just what this wonderful remedy actually
does.
The remedy also cures Itching and dandruff,
sure signs of approachin~ baldness and keeps
the scalp healthy and vigorous. It also restores gray hair to natural color and produces
. thick and 1ustrous ey e brows and eyelashes.
By sending your name and address to the
Altenheim Medical Dispensary, 2796 Butterfield Building, Cincinnati, Ohio, enclosing a
2-cent stamp to cover postage, they will mail
you prepaid a free trial of their remarkable
remedy.
When writing to advertisers please mention "Sbield Weekly."

30F!~~! !.':!!!
Watches a' Bankrup1. Sale prices. t•k Solid
Uold quadruple·pla\ed caae1, elepn'1y en•
graved and finished in appearance io

• $60 Solid Gold watch. Tbeso

ie Railroad TlmepleCH rebil at;
•t& to 120 each and are 1n\ended for
Condaeton special u1e, Stem wind
Fine Nickel jeweled movemenia
sel.
&
Wlllaend b.r
GUARANTEED

for!

Cures
Rheuma tism
A New and Simple Remedy that You
May Try Without Spending a Cent
-Cured Many Cases of 30
and 40 Years Standing.
TRIAL PACKAGE FREE TO ALL.

82 years old,. cured of Rheumatism
after suffering 42 years.
If any reader suffering from rheumatism will

write to me I will send them free of cost, a trial
package of a simple and harmless remedy
which cured me and thousands of others among
them cases of over 40 years standin~. This is a
grand remedy, and want every af!l1cted reader
to learn by actual test, what marvelous power
it has, and therefore will gladlv send a sample
free, even thou~h thousands o( invalids should
apply. Distressmg cases of rheumatism, among
tliem bed-ridden and cnppled persons were
completely cured, of which I mention a few: A
lady in Denham, Ind., writes that this remedy
cured her, and she then cored 15 of her neighbors. In Lyon, Mo., it cured an old gentleman
at the age of 82, who had been a sufferer for 40
years. In Seguin, Tex., it cured a case o( '41
years standing. Hon. Jacob Sexauer of Fountain City, Wis., was cured after suffering for
3J :years and after having employed seven phyStCJans. Miss Emma Callender at 30 Oak St.,
Vincennes, Ind., was cured after she was given
up to die. Mr. Jas. C. Atchinson, Justice of
the Peace of Cape Island, N. S., states that this
remedy cured his son who was to be taken to
the hospital for an operation. Thousands of
similar mstnnces could be mentioned showing
that here is a remedy that can be relied upon.
Write at once for a trial package, for it is an
honest remedy which you can test without
costing one penny. Address JOHN A. SMITH,
1723 Germania Bldg., Milwaukee, Wis.
When writing to advertisers please mention "Shield Weekly."

20 YEARS. :::..-:.:.~"'11
Without a rent In AdHnee.

the g rutui bargain you

CTV N1'

If foWl4

p&J ezpNW

ao 1.-;.t::~6.M~~. ur;e::o~b:~r:::,:i~k~

ID4 li ba.u anu We Wiii E:uhauge or Rdnnd Your llonq.
BtaM whttber ladlet' or gentt• 11•, Open face or Jlunitng cue wanted.

llAIUUNOTON ~ C:O., Dept. C.M, 169 WabashAve.,Cble&ft')
When writing to advertisers please mention "Shield Weekly."

The· Experience of
A Pretty Typewriter Girl
in Chicago.
80 PACES TYPEWRITTEN
U!ometblng Good,)
Sent In plain wrapper postpaid for 95e,
in silve r or stamps.

WALKER & WALKER. Dept. M 0,
Chicago, Ill.
88•90 La Salle St.,
When writing to advertisers please mention "Shield Weekly."

The Best Hot Air !!

Turkish Bath
CABINET••Freeon Trial.

All who suffer from rheum ..

tbm, liver, kidney or bladder
tl"oublea, 11euralala. eatarrb,
ecze-ma. obesity, nlsht eweat.a
or- bud coru.plexlon, etc., should
write at once tor one ot theae
most wondertul and actentlftcal

ly

constructed cabinets, giTe IC

a thorough trial In the prlTIICJ'
of your own home and If not

perteotly oattofactory do nos
, keep It. Write to the ltELLOGG
BANITAB CO., 860W. llllain St.
.
Battle Oreek, Jlieh. fol' book on health & hygiene. Belic!t
Die at:rle you prefer andcablneC will bellhlpped aC oDCe.
When writing to advertisers please mention "8hleld Weeitly." •
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THRILLING STORIES OF l\DVENTURE I

*
~
Do and Dart Wttkly ;
*
~
~
~

A special series of rattling good stories is now appearing in this wellknown weekly, covering a wide variety of subjects, and written by some of
the best known story writers in the country. This series will include tales of

Telegraph Messeni.rer Adventures
Boarding School Pranks and Frolics
Stirring Tales of Life in a Minin~ Camp
A Young Soldier·s Daring Deeds in the Great Civil War
Startling Adventures in the Yukon R~gion
I\ Reporter's Diver:\ified Experiences on a Big Daily
A Young Broker's Bold Ventures on Wall Street
The Pranks of a Youth Who Had a Sense of Humor
Adventures 01 a Young Trooper in the Heart of China

Just to give an idea of the treat in store for our readers, read the following titles of some of the new stories-
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Brimful of Exciting Incidents and Plots i

No . 5 ')-Kit Cum mings, th e Young Gold Hunter ;
or . Nu gge t Nell 's Stolen Trea sure.
By
Hugh P. Rod111:11i.
·
Issued Tuesday, February 12th.
No . 54-Smart Aleck ; or, Th e Fa ult of a Crank 's
Legacv. Hv Dic k Sm il ey.
lssue,1 Tu esda v, February 1qth .
No . c;:;-N ed M:1y nard's Scoop ; or, Reating th e
New York Report ers
B.v Fdit or Charles
Bartlett. Issued Tuesday , February 20th .

~
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l\o. 49 _ T ed Sharp's Big Case; or, The King of
th e Counterfei ters. Bv In spector Jas Nugent.
ls~ued Tuesday , January 15th .

®

I:

Great pains have been taken to get hold of just the kind of stories that
young men like the most to read, and written in just their style. Therefore,
the stori es will be

No . 52-Phil Stirling ; or ,The Secret of the Mounlain Cave. By Ca pt. Henrv Dale, U. S. A. ·
Issue,! Tuesday , February c;th .

~

~

~

No . 48-Messenger Frank; or, A Malt er of Ten
Thousa nd Doll ars. By Charl es Norris
Issued Tuesday , January 8th.

@

®

and many others, which will be published later on.
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No . 50--Lad Elect ric; or, Th e Most W onderful
Boy in the World . By Barry T allyh o.
Issued T uesday, January 22d.
No . 51-The Roy Expert ; or, Locating the Trouble at the Stamp Mill. By Sam Spencer.
Issued Tuesday, Jal'lu ary 29th .

Back numbers of Do AND DARE always on hand. If you cannot get our
publications trom your newsdealer, five cents a copy will bring them to you,
post-paid.

STREET & SMITH,
238 William Street,

PUBLISHERS,

New York.
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